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LOVE FOR FLOWERS 



- Not < flower 



■• touch, in AwUe, •tVMtki or tteiB, 
Of kis uriTsIlod ponoil. Ho itupum 
Thoir bolmy edoora, waA hapntB thoir htios, 
Aad bothoi tfieir otm with noetWi and inelndw, 
In grafaiB m eoontlon m Um Ma-oido Bands, 



Or wliat ho Tiows of boontifnl or craod 
In notnro, from tfio brood nujostie oak 
To the grton blado that twinUos in tho L ^ 
Ptomptt with rooMmbiance of a pcoocnt 

WILD FLOWERS. 

Bs AumruL children of tlie woods and fields ! 
That bloom by mountain streaxnleta 'mid the bettlliery 
Or into clusters 'neatb the hazels gather^ ' 
Or where by hoary rocks you make your bields. 
And sweedy flourish on through summer weai " 

I love ye all I 
!• 
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Beautiful flowenl to me ye fre^er seem 
Vmrn the Almigbtj hand t&iit '&thion*d all. 
Than thdae diat flomwh by H^gaideiMra]] ; 

AM 1 eati Image 700, as in ft miamy 
TibtmoAmt maidena, nttned ik bamlaia arnaU-*^ 
•>■•; ■^^^'- ■ ■' ■• "I love ye alii 

Besidly gems ! tbat oil t&^^ 
Aj» 'fixed «s in a quaenty diadem 2 
T^ktmjk hmlj jBf and niest w)Ao«t « name, 

Tom SeaztSrWJoiee to see y^ 
AaiyitrMiflpAiltt i^to f^^^ 

Beoitifid Oatifmji ^in^^ 1. 

The wild red rcee— the speedwell^ peeping 0jm z 
Our own blued](alWrthe oa&^r thajt doth zise 

Wherever sunbeams fiill or winda do blow; 
And thousands more, of blessed forms and dyee— 

IlQTeyeaPI 

Beautiful nunlinga of the early dew ! 
Fami'd in your lovelinesa by every breese. 
And shaded o'er by green and archilig trees : 

leften wishlhatlwenaoiieof yott»(. .. 
Dwelling alar upon 4ie grassr leas— 

» '• t' I r. .- 1 Icyvoyeall! 

BeatutUul watchers ! day and night re wakef . 
The evening star grows dim and mdes away, 
And morning ooiiies «nd' gdes/ snd then the d^ 

Within the arms of night its re^ doth take) 
But ye ai^ iNr atc^fid wheiresoe'er we str^-^ 

Iloveyeaul 

Beentifhl oibjecta of die wild' beeVlivrei , 
T^ wild4wcd }o^ your opening bloom tp wb% 
And in yowMoatiye woodland, wilds to be. ^ 

All hepBtap^ toNajtaraixn^ ye|i^g)efy,9^ov]a£-, 
Tt «ni iO;9fig)|iiV mr-t^ 

* , lloveyeani 



ll a wyifu l chiltewi rf ito gle& and dell^ 
Tiie diiiffle deepr-^e mooiiaBd ettretcUi^ ifidl^ 
And of Uie mosay fousitfaii's sedgy .aide 1 

Te d*er my lieart liaye thrown a lov^some irp^ll ; ' 
43ldthofigiithe woirldlmg, 0caniing/may dexidfh--* 

I love ye ail! 

NiCOIiL. 



USTJJ8 GO TO THE WOpD& 

Lbt us go to the woodo— ^tk a bright Bunnf day t 
They are mowing the grasB, and at work vnih the hiy» 
Come orer the meadow aiid scent the fresh aii^ 
For the pure mountain breeses are everywhere* 
We'll foudW this winding path up to the iuUsj 
And spring with a tightsome foot over the nSs. 
tJp, up— it grows sweeter the higher we ge^ 
With the flowers of the season that linger here yet. 
May, pause not to gaiee at the landscape now; 
It is liner when seen fi*om the lugh hiu's brow, . 
We win gather an iiniiious flowers as we so; 
The sweet and the scentless, and those that bend Iqw ; 
The pale and the gandy, the tiny/ the tiiil. 
From the ythe, firom the shrub^ we will gnither them 

Now here's the Olematis, all graceful and firir ; 
You may set it like pearls in the folds of your hair* 
And if for your boscMtn you*d hare a bouquet, * 
Here's the Meadow-pink sweet, and the TpuolMBer 

not fl»y. 
Here's the fuil-blown Azalea, perfuming the air» 
Here's die Caxdinal-flower, that a priatcets m%ht 

wear. 
And the wild mountain Phlox, pink and pmple aad 



And Stgr-flowers both of white and <^ golden kom 
And here's ft bright blosio^ amy one.md^^ii ^ > 
0«r meiuitaia OMuds name it the Butterfly-weed; 
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80 comoos its eoloun, one scarcely can ttil 
If umnower ca the insect in beaaty exceL 

Here's die low dwarf Acada, that dn)ops as it growa» 
And its leaves, as you sather them, tremble and lioesb 
And near us, I know by her breath on the gale« 
Is die tall yellow Primrose, so pretty and ^e. 

Bbre's die Pigeon-pea, fit for a fairy's bowers, 
And die purple Thrift, straightest and primmest df 

flowers. 
Here is Privet, no prettier shrub have we met} 
And the Midsummer-daisy is hiding here yet. 

But sta^r-^we are now on the high hill's brow 1 
How bnght lie die fields in the sunlight below! 
Do yott see those white chimneys that peep o'er the 

grove 1 . 
'Tis your own little cottage, the hcmie that you love; 
Let us go by the fields vmere die Chinki^ins are, 
And through die long lane where the Chestnuts hang 

fiur, 
Thev are scarcely yet ripe, but thiQir tender green 
Looks lovely the dark dusteriug foliage between : 
And we'll stop at the nest diat we found in the wood, 
And see if the blackbird hath flown with her brood : 
And we'll list to the mocking-bird, wondering 

diereat. 
Till he pauses, as if 4;o ask, ** Who can do diat 1'* 
We win listen and gaze, for the lowliest thing 
Some lesson of wordi to the mind can bring. 

If we read Nature^s book with a serious eye, 
Not a leaf but some precious thought on it doth lie : 
And it is srood to go Ibrth among scenes like these, 
Amid music and sunshine, and flowers and thses, 
Cf -twere only to waken die deep love dtat sprii^ ' 
4t tiM tiffin at all lovdy and inndcem diings. 

ANeinnide*. 
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DAFFODILS. 
Eaie 4affodUB» we w«ep to see 
You haste a way ao soon ; 
As yet the eiiily-risiiig BUB i' 

., Has not attained bis noon : 

Stay, atw^, 
TJntil the hastening day 

Has run 
Bat to the evennione ; ^ 
And haying prayed togeUier, we 
WiU go wiut yott alongt 

We have short time to stay as yon ; 
. We have as short a spring; 
As quick a growdi to meet deeay^ 
As you or anything: * 

We die, 
As your houta do; and <by 

Away 
Like to the sunvaer's rain, 
Qrai the peatla ef morniii^ dew, ^ 
Ne'er to be found agam. — ^HanBio& 

THE SWEET-BRIER. 

OuB 8w^ autumnal westem-soanled wind 
Sobs of its odours none so sweet a flower. 
In an the bioomine waste it left behind, 
Iks dkat the sweet-brier yields it ; and the diower 
Wete not a rose that buds in beauty's bower ' 
One iftlf so lovely; yet it grows along 
The poor fatV% pathwuTrby the poor maa^*s 4oor« 
Such are dSieaui»le foOcs it dwells mtifimft 
And humble .a». tha oi^ ao bwnlile be theafng. 

I lore it, for it takes its uxitbuched stadlJF 
Kot Mi die tase that sculptors decOTate; 
Its sweetness all is of my nadve land; 
And e^en its fiagrant leaf has not ts i 
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Among the perfbmes wfaidb the rich and giet 
Buy mm the odoan of the Bpicj East. 
Ton love your flowers and plants, and will yoa hato 
The little foor-leaved rose that I love best^ 
That fteahest wOl awake, and sweetest so to xeatt 

Sbaocabb. 



THE FLOWER GIRL. 

Com buy, oome buy my m^tic flowera» 
All ranffed with due consideration^ 

And culled in fimcy's fairy bowers. 
To suit each age and every station. 

For those who late in life would tarry» 
I've Snowdrops, winter's^ children cold $ 

And those who seek for wealth to mairy^ 
May buy the flaunting Marigold. 

Fto Ragwort, Raeged RobMns tooy 
Cheap flowers wr those of low condition; 

For Bach^ors Vve Buttons blue ; 
And Crown Imperials flnr ambition. 

For sportsmen keen, who range the lea, 
IVe Pheasant's Bje andiiprigs of Heather; 

For courtiers with the supple knee, 
IVe Parasites and Prince's Feather. 

For thin tall fops I keep the Rush, 

For peasants still am PTightshade weeding j 

For rakes, IVe Deyil-in-the-Bush, 
For sighing Strephons, Love-lies-Bleedinfi 

Bot fidrest blooms affection's hand 
For constancy and worth disposes, 

And gladly weaves at yomr command 
A wreath of Amaranths and Roses. 

Mas. CoaBoi.». 
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THE YELLOW VIOLET. 

WiUBN beechen buds begin to swell. 

And woods the blue-bird's warble know. 
The yellow.violet's modest bell 

Peeps from the last year's leaves bdow. 
JSie russet fields their green resume. 

Sweet flower I I love in forest bare 
To meet thee» when thy faint perfume 

Alone is in the virgin air. 
Of all her train, the hands of Spring 

First plant thee in the watery mould. 
And I have seen. thee blossoming 

Beside the snow-bank's edges cold. 
Thy parent sun, who bade thee view^ 

Fale skies, and chilling moisture sip. 
Has bathed tlwe in his own bright hue. 

And streaked with jet thy glowii^ Kp. 
Yet slight thy form, and low thy seat, 

And earthward bent thy gende eye. 
Unapt the passing view to meet, 

when Icntier flowers are flaunting nigk 
Qfi;, in the sunless April day. 

Thy early smile has stayed my walk, 
But 'midst the gorgeous blooms of May, 

I passed thee on thy humble stdk. 
So they who climb to wealth, forget 

The friends in darker fortunes tried ; 
I copied them — but I regret 

Tnat I should ape the ways of pride. 
And when again the menial hour 

Awakes the painted tribes of light, 
111 not o'erlook the modest flower 

That made the woods of April bright. 
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THE DAIST. 

Not worUs on worlds in phalanx d^ep. 

Need w» to prove aOodisliere; 
The daby, ireBA from Nature's sleep. 

Tells of His hand in lines as eleer. 
For who bat He who arched the skies, 

And pours the day-spring's Wyiag flood, 
Wondcous alike in all He tries, 

Oeuld raise the daisy's piuple bod f 
Mould its green cup, its wiry stem. 

Its fringed border nicely spin, ^ 
And ieutme gold-embossed gem. 

That, set in silver, gleams within I 
And fling it, unrestrained and free, 

O'er hill and dale, and desert sod, 
That man, where'er he walks, may tee 

bi ev^ step the stamp of God. 

Db.Ooo». 



THE HOLLY TREE. 

nmsBiE 1 hast thou ev«r Stood to see 

The holly tree f 
The eye tint eontemplatea it wdl pereeiyea 

Its glossy leaves, 
Ordered by an Intelligence so wise 
As might confound the atheist's sophistries. 
Below, a circling fenda, its leaves are seen 

Wrinkled and keen ; 
No graxine cattle, through their prickly round. 

Can reach to wound; 
But as they grow where nothing is to fear, 
Smooth and u;aanned the pointless leaves appear. 

1 lg»m to view these things with carious ejeiy 

And moralize: 
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And jtt tUs wlidcttii df tiM holly tree 

Osn 6ttibletai8 S6i&' 
Wberewilih, perchaQce, to make a jpleasant AjimB, 
One wiiicli may profit in the aifiier-time. . 

ThuBf thowli aito»ad, p«relianee, I migbt appear 

mxA and austere ; 
To those who on mj leisure would intrude. 

Reserved and rude ; 
Gentle at home amid my friends I'd be, 
iiike the high leaves upon the holly tree. 

And should my you&, as youth is apt» I know, 

Some harshness show, 
All vain asperities, I, day by day, 

Would wear away ; 
Till the smooth temper of my age should be 
Like the high leaves upon the holly tree; 

And as, when aB the summer trees are seen 

So bright and green, 
The holly leaves their f^ele^s hues display . 

Less bright than they; . 
But when the bare and wintry woods wf see. 
What then so cheerful as the holiy tree 1 . 

Bo serious should ciiy youth appear among 

The thoughtless throng ; 
So would I seem, amid the voung and gay, 

More grave than theyj / 

That in my age as cheerful I might be ■ 
As the green winter of the holly trtte. 

^ CtovtHBT. 

TttE WBE FLOWfift. ' 

A BONNiB wee flower greW green iu'tite vifiies, 
Lite ia twtekfing wee star SHdlang the eluds ; 
And'tbe hAger it leevit, th» gteefn^ it ^#, 
For 'twas ItOled by the Winds, and ftd^ ib^di&w. 
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Ohf 6cmk was th« air wbeaee it reared ita liead, 
WV the radiance and odours its young, leaves shed. 

Wben the momiue son rose frae his eastern ha% ^ 
This honnie wee flower was the earliest of a" 
To open its ci^ sealed up in the dew» 
And spread put its leaves o' the yellow and hlne* 

When the winds were sdll, and the sun rode high. 
And the dear mountain stream ran wimplin' by, 
When the wee birds sang, and t)ie wilderness bee 
Was floating awa\ like a clud ower the sea. 
This bonnie wee flower was blooming unseen-— 
The sweet child of summer — ^in its rockely gi^een. 

And when the night dud grew dark on the plain. 
When the stars were out, and the moon in the wane^ 
When the bird and the bee had gane to rest, 
And the dews of the night the ^reen earth prassed. 
This bonnie wee flower lay smiling asleep, 
Like a beautiful pearl in the dazk green )eep. 

And when autumn came, and the summer had p asse d. 
And the wan leaves were strewn on the swirling blast, 
This bonnie wee flower grew naked and bare, 
And its wee leaves shrank in the frozen air ; 
Wild darnel and nettle sptang rank from the ground. 
But the rose and white hlies were'droo^ng around ; 
And this bonnie blue flower hui^g doon its wee head. 
And the bright morning sun flung his beams on its 

bed, 
And the pale stars looked forth — ^but the wee flower 
\ dead. Andbbsom; 



THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERa 

Lr Easteni lands they talk in flowers. 

And they tell in a garland their loves and cares; 
Badi blossom that blooms in their garden bowess^ 

On its lea^nas a mystie language bears. 
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TiMBoteis angnof joy sndloT^— 
Tooag blushing love in its eaiiieflt dswa ; 

And the mildness that suits the gentle doT6» 
Sbrom the Myrtle's snowy flower is drawn. 

Innocence shines in the Lily's bdl. 
Pure as thelieart in its native heaven; 

Fame's bright star and glo^s swell. 
In the guMsy leaf of the Bay are given. . 

The silent, soft, and humble heart, 
In the Violet^s hidden sweetness breathes ; 

And the tender soul that cannot part, 
A twine of Evergreen fondly wreathes. 

The Cypress that daily shades the graven 
Is sorrow that mourns her bitter lot ; 

And faith that a thousaitf ills can brave, 
£^alcs in thy blue leaves. Forget-me-not. 

Then eather a wreath from the garden bowerst 
And tdl the wish of thy heart in flowers. 

PsneiTAL. 



THE PRIMR08E. 

Thb milk-white blossoms of the thorn 

Are waving o'er the. pool, 
Moved by the wind that breathes along 

So sweetly and so cool. 
The hawthorn clusters bloom above. 

The primrose hides below. 
And on the lonely passer-by 

A modest glance doth throw I 

The humble primrose' bonnie fiu9e 

I meet it everywhere ; 
Where other flowers disdain to bloom. 

It oomes and nestles there. 
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Like Gh>d^l own Uglit, on evavy^plaee 

Ib glory it doth fall : 
And where its dweHing-piaee is made. 

It straightway hallows all ! 
Where'ier the green-wuM[od fimiet singly 

The primroto bloomeui lone ; 
And love it wins-^eep love — from aU 

Who gaze its sweetness on* 
On^eld-paths nairow, and in woods. 

We meet thee near and fiir, 
Tijl Hioii beeomest prized and loved. 

As things fi^TwiiiJ^^** are ! 

The stars axe sweet at eventide, 

But cold, and far away ; 
The clouds are soft in summer time. 

But all unstable they : 
The rose is rich — but pride of place 

Is &f too high for me— 
Gfod's simple common tilings I love-^- 

My primrose, such as thee 1 
I love the fireside of my home, 

Because all sympathies, 
The feelings fond of every day, 

Around its circle rise. 
And while admiring all the flowers 

That summer suns can give. 
Within my heart tho primrose sweet, 

In lowly love doth live ! — ^Nicoli.. v 

FnSLb FLOWERS. 

Tn field floweif^ I %e gavdens edipse yon, ^iis tnte, 
Yet^ wildings of Nature, I dote upon you. 

For 3re wafi me to summers of old, , 
When the earth teemed around n^ vrith fairy delight^ 
And when daisies and buttercups gladdened my sigh^ 

Like treasures of silver and gold. ^ 
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I loT0 yoa fer lulling me back into dreams 

Of the blue HigUand moantams and echoingstzeanSt 

And of bxpken glades brealMng tlieir balm, 
While the deer was seen giaHcing in sunshine remote. 
And die deep mellow crew of the wood-pigecoi's note 

Made music that sweetened the cium. 

Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tune 
Thanye speak to my heart, little wildings of Jane: 

(Jt M ruinous castles ye tell, *" 

Where I thou^t it delightful your beauties to find. 
When the magic of Nature first breathed on my mind. 

And your blossoms were pait of her spelL 

Bven now, what afiecticms the violet awakes ; 
What loved little islands, twice seen in their lakes, . 

Can the wild vmer-Uly restore : 
What landscapes I read in the primrose's looks, 
And what pictures of pebbled and minnowy brooks 

In the vetches tht^ tangled their shore. 

Barlh*s eoltureless buds, to my heart ve wets dear. 
Ere the fi»ver of passion, or ague of mar. 

Had scathed my existence's bloom ; 
Once I welcome you more, ki life's passionleiS stage, 
l^^th the vifltons of youth to revisit my age. 

And I wish you to grow on my tomb. 

Thomas CAifFBU.L. 



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

tar vuBmm on dowv wixb tbb floush ta ahue, VnL 

WsB, modest, crimson-tipped fiowec, 
Thou'e met me in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush amang the stoura 

Thy slender stem : 
To gfn^ thee now is p«st my povMTt 

Then bonnie ffem. 



It 



Bm^ng tiiee "^taw^tlie dewj weetl 

Wi' speeUed bceMl^ 
WbM Upwsid-BpMigmg, blithe^ to fMH 

The ]KiKi|»Uag aatt; - . 

OanU blew the bit^-biting.iKRKtli 
Vwm thy early,, ttumble birth ; , , .. 
Tet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Jhnid the storin* • 
ScBXce reared abofve the paieat e.arth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaandng flpwen our gardens yield. 
High sheh'ring woods and wa's mtnm AMd t 
Bii^ Uiouy beneath the random bield * 

O' clod orntane, • 
Adorns the hktie sdbble^eldi 

Unseen, alaiie. ^ 

There, in thy scanty mantle dad, 
Thgr anawie Worn suni^nird sprnd^ 
Thou lifta thy maseuqniffgbeiMBl > 



Bnt BOW ^e ^hsr^ uplieacii thy b«4 . 
And low'tbe«nlieal 

Such iisi' the Me6f artl&d maid, ' '• 
Sweet flowi^^ 6f the rural shade I 
By love's simplicity^ betrayed. 

And guileless trust. 
Till she, liketfae6, all soiled, is laid 
isii .•<!"'- /Low i' the dust.- ■' •'• 

Sodi vtho'fite of simple "bard. 
On lifers roug^ dc^en luchless 
Unddlfiitdie^to note the caxd : 

QfL^IRudeiitlore, 
nn bObiwaTii^, and galea blow 

I o*er I 
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lIHio loBg-' VHtti ^vi'ii^^ 

By limii^Q wde 6r 0ttiitra 

*Sto mweiy'fl facm 
Tin wraich«d ox every atiLy. l>ut BjeAvea, 

fie,, rai^edir mik I 

That fate i«^lke^1lO^ Aslant date ; 
Bkum Ri&ilr ploa^glutatre drives elale. 

Fall on t^y bloom. 
Tin ennibed beneath die furrow^a weigldt 

Shidl be thy doom I^^i^^iiBiiB. 

fLomma of the Arid, fioiw meet ye aena 

Man's fraO^ to pocitay/ <' • '* -^ - f 

Paaaingr at «ve^«t^flrf } 
Teach t]ktt,ttn«l^«Aii ibougk brief ^povrwiyit 
Sweet flowers f» shiU not Ihre in Tauu '. 

Chi, fonn fti&ooiloirjr HfviiBtb 
For youth's undkiidckir ^bmiai ? . 

Go, andtobnay]&inkkiq^breadi0:: 
What most he Snxmt^know y. :. 

Gk>, strew the tta& where age d^ tnt*4t 

AndteU him of the aUent. defedA 

Bat whilst to thpughlfii^sB one^ and |;ay/ 
Te breathe these triiths s^Vfne, 

To thoae wlio drom iqijpjate ifi^jt: 
Have ye no woiila; lol^aheisr f \ 

Oh yes! ye weave ilijoyli^e-ifelly . ,,; 

And deam aitd litfe, betokieii* wall.. ,, 

Oo, then; wfierjB wapt ih feajr;^sdd glMHi, 
Fond hearts and thie are;aighlhg, ' 

Andd^wl&ibitAaMAliiS^bl^ '^■'"* 
TIwpinW<tfflie^*rtegt-^ -^ ' ■■'' 
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And floMj speaky nor speak in yain,. 
Of the long deep and Inroken cbam ; 

And say, that He who from the.doat 

RecaUs ihe Blumberinflr flower. 
Will surely visit those ymo trust 

His mercy and His power ; 
Witt maxk wherp sleeps their peaoefiil eby. 
And roll, ere kmg, the stone away* 

Bi.A0Kwoon*s IdAMuaam* 



THE BRAMBIiR FLOWER. 

Tht fruit fiitt wett the schoolboy knows, 

Wild bramble of the brake ! > 
8o» not thou finth thy small white rose ; 

I We it for his sake. 
Though woodbines flaunt and roses glow 

O'er all die frvg^rant bowers, 
Thou need'st not be ashamed to show 

Thy satin-threaded lowers ; 

For dun the eye, the heart is dulL 

That cannot fbel how fair. 
Amid all beauty beantifiil. 

Thy tender blossoms are t 
How ddicate thy gauzy fritt ! 

How rich thy bn'anchy stem ! 
How soft thy voice when woods are stiU, 

And thou sing'st hymns to them ; 

While silent showers are falling slow. 

And, 'mid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts Sie little bough, 

Lone wfaiepering through the bush I 
The primrose to the grave is gone ; 

The hawthorn flower is de«ML ; 
The violet by the mossed gray stene 

Hatih laid her weaxy hoM; 
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But thou, wild bramble! back dost brings 
' In all their beaateouB powers 
The firesb ereen days of life's fair springy 

And boyhood's blossomy boinr. 
Scorned bramble of the brake ! once i 

Thou bidd'st me be a boy, 
To gad^ with thee the woo^Qands o'er. 

In freedom and in joy.-^LLiotT. 



THE LILY OF THE VALL&T. 

FAm flower, th^ lapt in lowly glade 
Dost hide beneath toe greenwood shade, 

Than ^whom the veimd sale 
None iairer wakes on bai£9 or qprayt 
Our Endand's lily of the May, 

Our luy of the vale. 

Art thou that '' lily of the field," 

Which, when the Saviour sought to shidd 

The h^art from blank despair, 
He showed to our mistrustful kind. 
An emblem to the thoughtful mind 

0£ Grod's paternal care 1 

But not the leas, sweet springtide's flower* 
Dost thou display the Maker's power. 

His skin and handiwoik. 
Our western Talley's humbler child ; 
Where in sreen nook of woodland wild. 

Thy modest blossoms lurk. 
What though nor care nor art be thine. 
The loom to ply, the thread to twine ; 

Tet, bom to bloom and ^eide, 
These, too, a lovelier robe arrays. 
Than e'er in Israel's brightest days 

Her wealthiest king arrayed. 
Of thy twin leaves th' embowered scareen 
Which wraps thee in thy shroud of green; 



1 
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lltySden-breadung smell f ^ 
Thy arcbed! pxid purpte-TeMed steoL 
Whence pendant manj a pearly gem* 

DiapU^ a nnSt-Tvbite bm ; 

Instinct with Hfe diy fibrous root, 

Whioh sends fitym earth the ascendhig A^otp 

As xisihg from the dead. 
And fills thy veins with Terdant joice^ 
Charged Urf iOedr blossoms to piodace. 

And berries scarlet red ; ■ 

The tarqple eeil» the t^rofiild sMd»> 
A ceaseless treasore-houeedeere^d, 

Whence aye iSbij race^may gitrn. 
As from cresBon &ey have grown. 
While spring shall weave her flowery erowa^ 

Or vernal breezes blow i— 

Who fi>nns ihpe thus with unseen fiand^ 
Who at ipreadon gave comn^and, . , 
And willed tihee thus to be, ' 
And keeps thee jtill in being through 



Age after age revolving, who 
But Ihe Great €h>d h He ? 

Ommpotent to wcnrk his will ; 
Wise, who eonirives e^eh partfafiD 

The pest to eaeh assigned; 
Still provident, with sleepless care 
Tet]i»ep; to make the sweet and fthr 

For man's enjoyment kind 1 ' 

^ There ia no Qod,*^ the senseless say ^-•* 
« Oh God, why cast'st thou us away f" 

Of feeble faith and frail 
The mourner breathes his ahxibus thou g ht — 
By thee' a better lesson taught. 

Sweet lily of the vale. 
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Tea ! He who made and fosten thee» 
In remm^B eye perforce muat be 

Of majeBtv divinei 
Nor deems sWthat Ida goardiaa care 
Will lie in man'a support forbear, 

Who thuB provides for thine. 

Field Natvralist^s Maoazdib. 



THB NIGHT BLOOHHKG CERSa 

How eorly thou the golden hours dost number I 
Not all thy splendour can thy love beguile ; 

Vainly the moraiing zephyrs Ian the slumber^ 
Ana mom's rich glory woos thee for a smOe. 

For thou dost blossom when cool shadows hoveir. 
And dews are falling through the dusky air; 

When with new forvour dreams the happy lover. 
And winds grow solemn with the voice of prayer. 

While all around thee eartli*s bright things are deep* 

Gky lihes fiide, and droops the cfimson xose» 
Fraah is ihe vigil thou alone art keepi^^ 
And sweet the charms ^e virgin leaves disdoae* 

Thus in the soul is deep love ev^ hidden. 

Thus noble minds wul fondly shun the throne^ 

And at their chosen tii&e start forth unbidden. 
With peerless valour, or undying song. 

Tfans the.tme heart its mystic leaves concealing^ 
Folds them serenely from the world's broad paM» 

Its treasured bliss and inmost grief revealing 
To the calm starlight and the dewy air. 

Bleat Is thy lesson, vestal of the flowem'^ 
Not in the suni^ine is oinr whole delight ; 

Some Joys bloom only in life's pensive hours. 
And pour their fragrance in the breeze of nig^ 

TuoxBBiuir. 
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TO THE FRINGILLil BIELDDU.* 

Jot filk the yale. 
With joy ecstatic qaivers erery whir, 
Aa float thy note upon the genial giSe, 

Sweet \Am of spring ! 

The violet 
Awakens at thy song^ and peers fiom oat 
Its fragrant nook, as if the season yet 

Remained in doubt. 

While, from the rock, 
The columbine its crimson bell suspends. 
That careless vibrates, as its slendco* stalk 

The zephyr bends. 

Say ! when the blast 
Of winter swept our whiten'd plains, what dime. 
What sunnier realm thou chazm'dst,— <ajid how was 

Thy joyous time 1 fp^'f 

Did the green isles 
Detain thee long 1 or, mid the palmy groves 
Of the bright south, wh«« liberty now smiles. 

Didst sing diy loves 1 

O, well I know 
Why thou art here &us soon, and why the howetu 
So near the sun have lesser charms than now 

Our land of flowers. 

Thou art retum'd 
On a glad errand, — ^to rebuild thy nest. 
And mn anew the gentle fire that burnM 

Within thy breast. 

And thy wild strain* 
Poured on the gtue, is love's transpoatmg vo i oe 
That, calling on the plumy dboir again, 

Bids them rejoice. 

* Tfas aoDg-flpvifow 



F0EK8 ON LOTS FOE WhOWMMB, M 

Nox calk alone 
To enjoy, but bids improve the fleeting boui«— • 
Bids all tbat ever heard love's witching tone. 

Or feh his power. 

The poet, too. 
It soft invokes to touch the trembling wire ; 
Yet, ah, how few its sounds shall list, how few 

His song admire ! 

But thy sweet lay, 
Thou darling of the spring ! no ear disdains ; 
Thy sage instructress, Nature, says, ''Be gay !'' 

And prompts thy strains. 

O, if I knew 
Like lihee to sing, like thee the heart to fire,-— 
Yoi^ should enchanted throng, and beauty sae 

To bear my lyre. 

Oft as the year 
In gloom is wrapp'a, thy exile I shall mourn,— ' 
Oft as tlie spring returns shall hail sincere 

Thy gtodxretum.-^HKN»T Pioxxbin«, 

TO THE PAINTfiD COIiUMBINE. 

Bbioht image of the early years 

When glow'd my cheek as red as thoa^ 
And life's dark throng of cares and fears 
Were swift-wing'd shadows o'er my sunny brow 

Thou blushest £rom the painter's page, 

Robed in the mimic tints of art; 
But nature's hand m youth's green age 
With fairer hues first traced thee on my heart. 

The morning's blush, she made it thine. 

The mom's sweet breath, she gave it ihee; 
And in thy look, my Columbine ! 
Sadi fond remember'd spot she bade me see. 
3 
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I see tlte hffl'B fior-gaziiig head. 

Where gay thou nod^t in the gale; 
I hear light-bounding footsteps tread 
The grassj path that winds along the yale. 

I hear the yoice of woodland song 

Break from each bush and well-known tiee^ 
And, on Hght pinions borne along, 
Oomes back the laugh from childhood's hafnt ot 

O'er the dark rock the dashing brook. 

With look of anger, leaps again, 

And, hastening to each flowery nook. 

Its distant voice is heard fiir down the glen. 

Fair child of art! thv charms decay, 
Toa4!h'd by the wither'd hand of Time ; 

And httsh'd me music of that dav. 
When my yoice mingled widi the rtreamleC'a 
chime* 

Bat on mj heart thy cheek of bloom 

Shall liye when Nature's smile has fled; 
And, rich with memory's sweet perfume. 
Shall o'er her grave ihy tribute incense shed* 

There shalt thou live and wake the g^ . 

T^ echoed on thy native hill; 
And when, loved flower! I think of thee. 
My infimt ftet will seem to seek thee stilL * 

JoNMYaBlt 



THE WIND-FLOWER. 

Tmaa lookest up with meek, confiding eye, 
Vpon the clouded smQe of April's fiaice, 
tJwuorm'd thoueh Winter stands uncertain by, 
Bjyi iii g with jeuous glance each opening gxaoe. 
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Thmi tmstest wisely I in thy faith amy'd. 
More ffloxioiis thou than Israers wisest king ; 
Such &ith was His whom men to death betray'd 
As thine who heaxest the timid voice of Springy 
Wfafle other flowers still« hide them from her odl 
Akmg the river's brink and meadow bar«. 
Thee will I seek beside the stony waU, 
jind in thy trust with childlike heart would share, 
O'erjoy'd that in thy early leaves I find 
A lesson taught by Him who loved aH human kindi 

JoNSfl Vbrt. 



THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 
The melandioly days are oome. 

The saddest of the year, 
(X'waiHng winds, and naked woods. 

And meadows brown and sea^. 
Heap'd in the hollows of the grove. 

The wither'd leaves lie deM ; 
They rustle to the eddying gust, 

And to the rabbit's tread. 
The robin and the wren are flown. 

And from the shrubs the jay. 
And from the wood-tqp calls &e crow, 

Through all the gloomy day. 

Where are the flowers, the fair young flow6ii» 

That lately spranff and stood 
In brighter light and softer airs, 

A beauteous sisterhood t 
Alas 1 they all are in their graves ; 

The gentle race of flowers 
Are lying in their lowly beds^ 

With ue fair and good of ours. 
The rain is frininff where they ^, 

But the cold November ram 
Calls not, from out the gloomy eartb^ ~ 

The lovsely ones again. 
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The wind-flower and the violet, 

They periah'd hmg ago, 
And the brieivroee cmd the orchis died. 

Amid the summer glow ; 
But on the hiU the gt)lden-rod, 

And the aster in the wood. 
And the yellow sun*flower by the brook 

In aiituam beauty stood. 
Till fen the Irost from the clear, 'Cold heavon. 

As Alls the plague on men. 
And the brightness of their smile was gone. 

From npland, glade and glen. 

And now, when comes the calm, mild day, 

As still such da3r8 will come. 
To call the squirrel and the bee 
' From out Uieir winter home ; 
When the sound of dropping nuts is heard; 

Though all the trees are mil. 
And twmkle in the smoky light 

The waters of the riU, 
The south wind searches for the flowers 

Whose fragrance lace he bore. 
And sighs to find ihem in the wood 

And by the stream no more. 

- And then I think of one who in 

Her ybuthfiil beauty died. 
The fair, meek blossom ihsit grew up 

And faded by my side ; 
In the cold, moist earth We laid her, 

When the Ibrest cast the leaf. 
And we wept that one so lovely 

Should have a lifiei so brief: 
Tet not unmeet it was that one, 

Like that young fHend of ours, 
So ffentle and so beautiful, 

Should perish vrith the flow^?B.— Bbtamt, 
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WORK-HORSES IN A PARK ON SUNDAY- 
r— «m<^>. f " ^ -■ ■ ^ 

^18 3abbatli-da^, the poor man waOcs 

Blilbe/fiNHB lU8 eattage door, 
And to his prattling young ones talks 
As they skip on before. 

The father is a man of joy, 
From l^s week's toil released; 

And jocund is each little boy 
To see his ^her pleased. 

But, looking to a field at hand. 

Where the grass grows rich and hig^ 

A no R»ss merry Sabbath band / 

Of horses met my eye. 



Poor tldnny beastil thftt so all wflidt 
With loads of etrUi and Btonesy 

Bearins; with aspect duH and meek. 
Hard work and cudgdl'd bones; 

But now let loose to roam athwazt • 

The farmer's clover lea, 
With whisking tails, and jump an4 

The J speak a clumsy glee. 

Lolling across each odier's neeks. 
Some look like brothers dear; 

Others are full of flings and kicks. 
Antics uncouth and ^ueer. 

One tumbles wild flrmn side to aida^ 
Widi hoo6 tossed to the sun. 

Cooling his old gray seamy hide^ 
And making dreadfiil fun. 

I thouflht how pleasant 'twas to see^ 

Man and his beasts alike set fiee 
To take some harmless play; 

And how their jo3r8 were near the san 
The same in show at least—* 

Hinting that we may sometimes dain 
Too mmck above me beast« 

If like in joys, beasts surely must 

Be Uke m sufferings too, 
And we can not be right or just. 

To treat them as we do. 

Thus did God's day serve as a span 
AH things to bind together. 

And make ihp humble brute to nuea 
A patient pleading brother. 
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Obf It to tm me prtciaui thmg. 

And not to them» is giTon, ^ 
Kindiiefw to them will be a wing 

To cany it on to bearenl — ^B. Cwdmw. 



TO A YOUNG ASa 

(m MOnSE BB1I0 IWUUID MBAB IT.) 

Poitt little feal of an oppressed race I 
I love the languid patience of thy ftce ; 
And oft with gentle hand I give uiee bread. 
And clap thy ragged coat and pat thy head. 
But what ihy didled spirks hath dismayed^ 
That never diott dost sport along the glade t 
And (most unlike the nature of things ;^omig) 
That earthward still thy moveless bead is bungi 
Do thy propbedc fears anticipate, 
Meek child of misery! thy future &te 1 
The starving meal, and all the thousand aches 
** Which patient merit of the unworthy takes V 
Or is iby sad heart fiDed with pain 
To see thy wretched mother's shortened chain 1 
And truly very piteous is her lot, 
. Chained to a log within a narrow spot, 
Where the close-eaten grass is scarcely seen, 
While sweet around her waves the tempting mem 
Poor ass I thy master should have leamt to mow 
Pity — best taught by fellowship of wo ! 
For much I fear me that he lives like thee. 
Half famished in a land of luxury ! 
How askingly its fckytsteps hither bend I 
It seems to say, ** And have I then one fiiend V* . 
Innocent feal ! thou poor despised forlorn ! 
I hail thee brother, spite of the feol's scom I 
And fiun would take thee with me, in the d^ 
Of peace and mild equality to dweU, 
Where tpU shall call the <aanner health his bride^ 
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And laughter tickle plenty's ribless side ! 

How thou wouldst toss thy^ heels in gamesome plaji 

And firisk about as lamb or kitten gay ! 

Yea, and more musically sweet to me 

Thy dissonant harsh bray of joy would be. 

Than warbled melodies that soothe to rest 

The aching of pale fashion's vacant breast f 

COLSBIDOS. 



BXTBK'K SHEPHERD'S AI^RESS TO HIS POG 
HECTOR. 




Although thy strength begins to fail» 
Its best was spent in serving me ; 

Ax^d can I grudge thy wee bit med» 
Some comfort in thy ^e to gi'e t 

For mony a day, frae sun to sun. 

We've toiled fu' hard wi' ane anither; 

And mony a thousand mile thou'st run, > 
To keep my thraward flocks thegither. 

# • * • 

O'er past imprudence^ oft alane 

I've shed the saut uid silent tear; 
Then sharin' a' my grief and pain. 

My poor auld £nend came snoovini nai 

For a' the days we've sojourned here, 
And they've been neiti^er fine nor few» 

That ;2.inight possest thee year to year. 
That a' my griefs arose me you. 

• Shaggy t Dejected wi&wa tPokinc. 
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Wi' waesome ftca and binffin' bead, 

Thoa wad'st hae pressed thee to my knMi 

While I thy looks as weel could ready 
As thou aad3t said in words to : 



^ Oh» my dear master, dimia greet; 

"Wliat hae I ever done to vex thee t 
See, here I'm cowrin' at your feet ; 

Just take my life if I perplex.thee. 

For a' my toil, my wee drap meat 

Ira' the wage 1 ask of thee. 
For whilk I'm oft bbliged to wait 

Wi' hungry wame and padent e*e* 

Whatever waywaid couiae ye 8teer» 
Whatever sad mischance o'ertake ye, 

Man, here is ane wOl hald ye dear ! 

Man, here is ane will ne'er forsake ye I** ^ 

Tes, my puir beast, thoueh friends me sooiBy 
Whom mair than life I valued dear. 

And thraw me out to fiffht forlorn, 
Wi' ills my heart do hardly bear, 

While I hae thee to bear a part— 

My health, my plaid, and heezel rung*— 

I'll scorn the unfeeling hauffhty heart. 
The saucy look and slancbrous tongue. 

Some friends, by poplar envy swayed. 
Are ten times waur than ony.fae ! 

My heart was theirs, and to them laid 
As open as the light o' day. 

I feared my ain; but had nae dread 
That I for loss o' theirs should mouat 

Or that when luck and favour fled. 
Their friendship wad injurious ton. 
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Bat He wlio fteds tiie xay^ y<niBg^ 
Lets naething pass He disna see ; 

He'll sometime judge o' light and wrai^ 
And aye provide far you a&d me. 

And hear me, Hector, thee TH trurt^ 
Ab &r as thou hast wk and skill; 

Sae wffl I ae4ni^eet lovely bxeast, 
To me a bairn for every liL 

I ne'er could thole thy craivin^ &ce. 
Nor vffaen ye jf>attit on my knee; 

Though in « far and unco place 
I've vvhiles been forced to beg for thee. 

Even now I'm in my master's power. 
Where my regard may scarce be shomi; 

*9ut ere I'm forced to gi'e thee o'er. 

When thou art auld and senseless grovniy 

I'll get a cotl3i|;e o' my ain — 

Some wee bit cannie, lonely biel'^* 

Where thy auld heart shall rest fii' fam. 
And share wi' me my humble meal. 

Thy\po6t shall be to guard the door 
Wi' gouBty bark, whate'er betides; 

Of cats and hens to clear the floor. 
And bite the flaes that vex thy sides. 

When my last bannock 's on the hearth. 
Of that thou sannat want thy share ; 

While I hae house or hald on earth. 
My Hector shall hae shelter there. 

And should grim death thy noddle savie 
-Tin he has made an end o' me. 

Yell He a wee while on the grave 
0^' ane wha aye wbb kind to thee. 

• Bheiter. tSbsttiioCi. 



And thpui^ in woxda thou oanat not wmI, 
Qn a' the claes thy master ware, 
I ken thon'lt smell and wag thy talL 

l£4fetVta^oeeedyn- thee to pazt. 
Which will be sair against my wiU, 

I^ sometimes mind thy h^mest neaxt» 
As lang as I can climb a hiH 

Cerne^ my mild, towsy, trusty ^iend. 
Let's speel to Queensb'ry's loftpr hdg^t, 

' AB wttfldly cares we'll leave behmd. 
And onward look to days more bright. 

While gazing o'er the Lowland dales, 
Despondence on the breeze shall flee; 

And Muses leave their native vales 
To scale the cloucb wi' you and me. 



THE ROBIN. 

Thoit comest, blithe one, when the summer dcy 
Hath deepened into autumn's richer blue. 

When gOrgeous sunset clouds come floating by. 
Burning with golden or with crimson hue; 

And eve's first planet sparkling in the west. 

Beckons the weary day to early rest. 

Thou cppest, sweet one, when the beechwoods wear 
Thdr richest tinted robe— before decay 

Hath touched a loveliness more rich and rare 
Than all .the young luxuriance of May; 

A deeper glow of beauty on them lies ; 

Their hues seemed borrowed all pf sunset sides. 

TKou comest with thy song when ^shin^ riUs 
Have hushed the silver murmuring which made 

Music at summer noontide 'mid the hills, 
And ttad with melody the woodland shade. 



Sammer is goiie!^-K»ii tba br^[^ wsten l&ff 
Half 80 rejoidBgly adown the steept 

Tlioa comest, too, when memories fill the heaxt 

Of brightness banished long ; 
When ft^wers grow pale, and silently depait. 

Their requiem is thy son^. 
The blackbird's note, the nightingale's soft lay, 
And lark's exulting chuit, Imve passed away* 

Where hast thaa been through the bright saiuiittr 
days, 

When on the air a thousand songs went by t 
Oh! hast thou hushed or treasured up thy laysy 

Quenching thy bosom's hidden melody. 
To no|ir it forth with sweeter^ richer power. 
Gladdening the silence of an autumn nourt 

Tes ! thus it is— Ihou comest, and wilt stay 
E'en though the dreary winter tarrv long. 

Mourning, perchance, for summer's glorious day. 
Yet erer blending in thy simple song 

An under tone of hope, some note which tells 

That spring will come again with opening buds and 

Anobitmous 



TO A MOUSE, 
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Wbb, sleekit, cow'rin', tim'rous beastie. 
Oh, what a panic 's in thy breastie I 
Thou needna start awa so hastie, 

Wi' bickering brattle !* 
I wad be laiih to rin and chase thee 

Wi' murd'ring pattle.t 

I'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken nature's social union, 

•Aabortiioe 1Plo««b^MC 



ow xnminut to akoulb* 



And juBtMias tbat ffl oDinion 

Whidi makes thee startle 

At me, thy poor earth-bom coxnpaDioii» 
And feUow moital ! 

I doubtna* whyles, but thou may thieve : 
What then 1 poor beastie, thou maun ]it<e I 
A daimen ickex* in a thravet 

'S a sma' request : 
Fll get a blessing wi' the lave^ 

And neyer miss't. 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
, Its silly wa's the winds are strewinM 
And naething now to big a new ane 

O* foggage green ! 
And bleak December's winds ensuing 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare ai^ wasle^ 
And weary winter comin' fast. 
And ooaEie§ here beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out through thy celL 

That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibbie^ 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's turned out for a' thy trouble^ 

But house or hald, 
T^ thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

And cranreuchi I oauld I 

But, mottsie, thou art no thy lane,if 

In proving foresight may be vain : . . 

•AnearofcomnowtiidtlMii. tAdiodLof«on. 

ITlMVMt {Snngly. iThehouftoft fNolsloM 

4 
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The best laid schemes o' mice and tam^ 

Gang aft a-gley • 
And lea'e us nought but grief aiid pain - ' 

For proiaised joj. 

^tBl art thou blest, compared vn* me! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But oh ! I backw^d cast my e'e 

On prospects drear ! 
And forward, though I canna see^ 

I guess imd fear. 

Bmuw. 



TO A CITY PIQEON. . 

Stoop to my window, thou beaudfiil dove ! 
Thy daily visits have touched my loye ! 
I watch my coming^ and list the note 
That Btirst.so low in thy mellow throat. 

And my joy is high 
To catch the glance orthy genue eye. 

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves. 

Ana forsake die wood with its freshened leaves t 

Why dost thou haunt the sultry street. 

When the paths of the forest are cool and sweet 1 

How canst thou bear 
This ndse of people— 4;hi0 breezeless air t 

Thou alone of the featherecT race, 
Dost look unscared on the human face : 
Thou alone, with a wing to flee. 
Dost love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the ** gentle dove" 
Has become a name for trust and love. 

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird ! 

Thm'zt Qamed wit;h childhood's earliest wordf 

* Off the right line, wrong. 
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Thoa*rt liAkod widi all iknt is firesh md wiUi 
In the ptiioned thoughts of the city child— 

And thy even wings 
Axe its brightest image of moving things. 

It is no light chance. Thou ait set apaxt 
Wisely by Him who tamed diy heart — 
To stir the love for the bright and fair. 
That else were sealed in the crowded aiP-*— 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays from thy piniona stream* 

Come, then, ever when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves; 
And wash thy breast in the hoUow spent. 
And murmur thy low» sweet music out— 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee!— Wilui. 



ITDB WOOD MOUSE. 

D'tb know the little wood mousey 

That pretty little thing, 
That sits among the finest leaves. 

Or by the forest spring 1 

Its fur is red, like the red chestnut. 

And it is small and slim : 
It leads a Hfe most innocent, 

"Within the forest dim. 

'Tis a timid gentle creature. 
And seldom comes in sight; 

It has a long and wiry tail. 
And eyes both black and bright: 

It makes its bed of soft dry moss. 
In a hole that's deep and stronj^; 

And there it sleeps, secure and wajtBp 
The dreaiy winter longL 
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And though it keeps no calendar. 
It knowB when Aowers are springing; 

And it waketb to its summer life 
When the nightingale is singing* 

Upon the boughs the squirrel "plajtf 
xhe wood mouse plays below ; 

And plenty of food she finds &>r herself 
Where the beech and chestnut grow. 

He sits in the hedge-sparrow's nest 
When its summer btood is fied. 

And pieks the berries from the boogli 
Of the hawthorn overhead. 

And I saw a little wood mouse once. 

Like Oberon in hislially 
With the green green moss beneath his leet. 

Sit under a mushroom talL 

I saw hun sit and his dinner ea^ 

All under the forest tree— 
His dinner of chestnut ripe and red; 

And he ate it heartily. 

I wish you could hare seen him thefe : 

It did my spirit good, 
To see the small thmg God had made 

Thus eating in the wood 1 

I saw that God regardeth thom, 
Those creatures weak and small : 

Then: table in the wild is spread 
By Him who cares for ail ! 

Maet Howitv/ 



THE 0YINO SPANIEL. 

Old Oscar, how feebly thou crawrst to the door. 
Thou who wert all beauty and vigour of yore; 



- ' POSMB t>r KINDNBBfl TO AlVIMAlAi. 4l 

\How dow IB thy stagger tlie Btmshine to fiiid^ 
And thy straw-sprii^ed pallet — ^how crippled and 

bfindl 
But thy heart Ib still hying — ^thou hearsst my voice— 
And thy faint-wagging tail savs thou yet canst rejoice; 
Ah I how different art thou from the Oscar of old. 
The aleek and the gamesome^ the swift and die 

bold! 

At simriBe I wakened to hear thy proud haxk^ 
With the coo of -the house-doYe, the lay of the lark; 
And out to the green fields 'twas ours to repair. 
When sunrise with slory empurpled the air ; 
And the Bdreamlet flowed down in its gold to Ae 

sea; 
And the night-dew like diamond sparks gleamed 

fitim the tree; 
And the sky o'er the earth in sudi parity glowed. 
As if angels, not men, on its surface abode I 

How then thou wouldst gambol, and start firom my 

feet, 
To scare the wild birds from their sylvan retreat; 
Or jdnnge in the smooth stream, and bring to my 

hand 
The twig or the wild-flower I threw from the land ; 
On the moss-sprinkled stone, if I sat &r a space. 
Thou wouldst crouch on the greensward, and gaze in 

my flice. 
Then in wantonness pluck up the blooms in thy teetil\, 
And tOBB.them above thee, or tread them beneath. 

Them I was a Bchoolboy all thoughtless and £ree. 
And thou wert a whelp full of gambol and glee 
Now dim is thine eyeball, and grizzled thy hair, 
And I am a man, and of grief have my share I 
Thou bring'st to my mind all the pleasurjes of youdi. 
When Hqpe was the mistxess, not h andmaid of 
Troth; 

4* 
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WImh Eaitih looked an Eden, yAm Joy's tnimy 

horns 
Were doudless, and every padi glowing widi 

flowers. 

Now Summer is waning; soon temj^est and rain 
Shall harbinger desolate Winter a^aiii. 
And thou, all unable its gripe to ifm|)stand, 
Shalt die when the snow-mantle garments the land s 
Then^ thy grave shall be dug 'neath the old cheny- 

tree. 

Which in Spring-time will shed dovm its blossonoa 

on thee; 
Andy when a few fast-fleetine seasons are o'er. 
Thy &ith and thy form shall be thought of no more ! 

Then all who caressed thee and loved, shall be laid» 
Life's pilgrimage o'er, in the tomb's dreary shade ; 
Other steps shall be heard on these floorsy and the 

past 
Be like yesterday's douds fiom the memory cast : 
Improvements will foHow; old walls be thrown 

down. 
Old landmarks removed, when old masters are gone j 
And the gardener, when delving, will marvel to see 
White bones where once blossomed the old cherry-. 

tree. 

Frail things I could we read but the objects around. 
In the meanest some deep-lurking truth might be 

found. 
Some type of our frailty, some warning, to show 
How shuting the sands are we build on below ; 
Our fiuhers have passed, and have mixed widi the 

mould ; 
Year presses on year, till the young become old ; 
Time, though a stem teacher, is partial to none ; 
And the friend and the foe pass away, one by one! 

V. M« Bfonu 



M'Aimuiai. 48 

OH BCSARINa BOBfE WATER-FOWL IN LOCH TDRIT 

▲ WILD 8CKHB AXOKO IBB BUXS OF OCSISBmi. 

Wht» ye tenants of the lake. 
For me your watery haunt forsake % 
Tell xae, felloVr-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly t . 
Why disturb vour social joys, 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ? 
Common friend to you and me. 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceftil keep your dimpling wave, 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, Deneadi the sheltering rock. 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

GoDsciouB, blushing for our race. 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud usurping fooi 
Would be lord of all below : 
Plumes himself in freedom's piide« 
Tyrant stom to all beside^ 
The eagle from the olifiy brow, 
Marking you his ^rey below. 
In his breast no pity dwells ; 
Strong necessity compels : 
But man, to whom alone. is given 
A ray direct from pitying Heayen, 
Glories in his heart humane— 
And creatures for his pleasure slidn. 
In these savage, liquid plains. 
Only known to wandermg swains, 
Where the mossy rivulet strays. 
Far from human haunts and ways ; 
All on Nature you depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend* 

Or, if man's superior might 
Dare invade your native rights 



1 
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Man with all bis powers yoa scom ; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes aod o&erifijpni&gB;. 
And the foe you cannot bravef - 
. Scorn at least to be. his slave.<^Bi«inii 



TO THE BUTTERFLY. 
LoYELT insect, haste away, : 
Grreet once more the stmny day^ 
Leave, O leare the murky bam, 
Ere trapping spiders thee discem; 
Soon as eieen^ mey will beset 
Thy golden wings with filmy net,. 
Then all in Vain to set thee fi»e 
Hopes all Ipst for libeirQ^;. 
Never think tkat 1 belie, . 
Never fear a winter sky ; 
Budding oaks may now be seien, 
Starry daisies deck the green. 
Primrose groups the .woods adorn, 
Cloudless skies, and blossomed thorn 
These all prove that spring is here« 
Haste away then, never fea^^ 
Skim o'er hill and valley free. 
Perch upon the bloasornqd treei ; 
Though my garden would be best, 
Gouldst thou but contented rest : 
TherQ the schoolboy has no power 
Thee to chase from flower to flower, 
Harbour none for cruel sport,* 
Par away thy foes resort ; 
Nought is there but liberty, 
Pleasant place for thee and me. 
Xben hither bend thy roving flight, 
tn my garden take delight. 
Though the dew-bent level dale 
Eeara the lily of the vale, - * 



TemptB thee to the foxfwve*B bell^ 
Come but once wifkin my bounds. 
View my garden's airy rounds, 
Soon thou'k find tbe scene complete. 
And every flow'ret twice as sweet : 
Then, lovely insect, come away, 
Ghreet once more the sunny day.— C!labs« 



SUPERANNUATED HORSE TO HIS MASTER, 

WBO EAO SSNTBNCBD BDC TO DIB AT TUB BUD OF SUXKBB. 

And hast ijiou fixed my doom, sweet master, say t 

And wilt thou kill thy servant, old and poort 
A Httle longer l^t me live, I pray; . 

A little longer hobble round thy door I 
F<xr mucb it glqds me to behold this place. 

And house me in tMs hospitable shed : 
It fflads me more to see my master's face, 

^d linger on the spot where I was bied. 
For oh! to think of what we have enjoyed, 

in my Hfe's prime, ere I was old and poorl 
Then £roa the jocund motn to eve employed. 

My gracious master on my back I bore. 
Thrice told ten years hate danced on down along. 

Since first to thee these wayworn limbs I gave ; 
Sweet smiling years ! when both of us wei^ young^^ 

The kindest master, and the happiest slave ! 

Ah, years sweet smiling, now for ever flown! 

Ten years, thrice told, alas! are as a day! 
fet as together we are aged grown. 

Together let us wear that age away*, 
For still the older limes are dear to thought, 

And rapture marked each minute as it flew; 
Light w^re bur hearts, and every season brought 

Pains Aat were s^- or pkaaures that w«e new 
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Ah* call to mind bow oft near Searing's i 
My ready steps were bent to yonder grove, 

WheTe she who loved thee was thy ten&r themev 
And I thy more than messenger of love I 

For when thy doubtmg heart felt fond alarms. 
And throbbed alternate with its hope and fear. 

Did I not bear thee to thy fond one'b arms. 
Assure thy faith, and dry up eveiy tear ? 

And hast thou fixed my doom, sweet master, sayf 
And wilt thou kill thy servant, old and poor t 

A Ikde longer let me live, I pray: 
A little longer hobble round thy door ! 

But oh, kind Nature! take thy victim's life! 

End thou a servant, feeble, old and poor! 
So shalt thou save me from the uplifted knife. 

And gently stretch me at my master's doOT. 

Asomuov9 



THE FLY. 

lOOASKniSD BT A WLY DSDfXDIO ODT OF THE AV^DOK's €0f 

Bust, curious, thirsty fly! 
Drink with me, and drink as I 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Coul(&t thou sip and sip it up: 
Make the most of life you may; 
Life is short and wears away! 

Both alike are mine and thine, 
Hastening quick to their decline ! 
Thine's a summer, mine no more, 
Though repeated to threescore! 
Threescore summers, when they're gone 
Win mppeBT as short as one l*A)iiD¥a. 
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THE LINNET. 

Thb smigB of Nature, holiest, best are tbej ! 
The sad winds sighing throudli the leafy trees^ 
The lone lake's munmizB to £e mountain breese^ 

The streams' soft whispers, as they fondly stray 
Ilarough dinsies wild and oyer flowery leas. 
Axe sweetly holy ; but the purest hymn-— 

A melody like some old prophet-lay — 

la thine, poured forth fromhedge and thicket dim— 

£innet! wild linnet I 

The poor, the Hcomed and lowly, forth may go 

Into the woods and dells where leaves are green; 

And "mong the breathing forest flowers may lean. 
And hear thy music wandenng to and fro, 

Like sunshine glancing o'er the summer scene. 

Thou poor man's songster ! — neither wealth nor 
power 
Can match the sweetness thou around dost throw ! 

Oh! bless thee for the joy of many an hour— 

Linnetl wild linnet! 

Ill sombre forest, gray and melancholy, 
Yet sweet withid, and full of love and peKce^ 
And 'mid the furze wrapped in a golden fleece 

Of blossoms, and in hedgerows green and lowly ; 
On thymy banks, where wild bees never cease 
Their inurmur-son^, thou hast thy home of love I 

Like some lone hermit, far from sin and folly, 
'TSs thine tfarouf^ forest fragrancies to rove- 
Linnet! wild linnet I 

Some humble heart is sore and sick with ffrie^ 
' And straight thoncomest with thy gentle song 
To wile the sufferer from his hate or wron^^ 

By bringing Nature's love to his relie£ 

Hioii chuxmest b^ the sick child's window long, 
TI& raeking pain itself be wooed to sleep ; 
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And wben away have vaniBhed flower and lea( 
Tby lonely wailing Toice for tibem doth weep— • 

Linnet! wildlinaot! 

Ood saw how mudi of wo, and grie^ and cave, 
Man's faults and follies on the eardi wonld makei 
And thee, sweet sineer, for his ereatiues' aake. 

He sent to warble wildly eyerywhere. 
And by thy voice onr souls to love to wdke. 
Oh ! blessed wandering spirit i unto thee ' 

Pure hearts are knit, as unto things to6 fiur» 
And good, and beautiful of earm to be^- 

Linnett wild linnet 



KINDNESS TO ANIMAIA 

I woniiD not enter on wj list of friends 

(Though gpraced with polished manneib andfiaefleas^ 

xetwantmg sensibili^) die man X 

Who needlessly sets foot upon a woxtn. 

An inadvertent step moj crush the snail 

That crawls at evening in the publid path 

But he that has humanity, forewamed, 

Will tread aside and let the reptile live. 

The ereepinff vermin, loathsome to the sight. 

And Qhuged perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 

A visiter unwelcome, into scenes 

Sact^d to neatness and repose, the alcove, 

The diamber, or ^refectory, may die; 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Not so when, held within their proper bounds, 

And fftiiltless of offence, tibey range the air, 

Or t8S:e their pastime in t^e spacious field : 

There they ate privileged; and he that hunts 

Or harms them there is gi^lty of awrong, 

Distuibs the economy of nature's realm. 

Who, when.she fiMmed, dedgned them an abodfw 
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Ae maoBBL fa this : If maa^s convenience, liealdi^ 
Or safety, intetfeire, his rights and claims 
At^ paramonnt, and must extinguish ^leira $ 
Slse they are dl— the meanest things that axe- 
As free to Hye, and to enjoy that life. 
As Gk>d was free to form ^m at the first. 
Who in his sovereign wisdom made them alL 
Ye, therefore, who love mertey, teach your sons 
To love it too. Oowfib. 



THE GRAY TOREST-EAGLB. 

iflfiTii storm-darmg pinion and sun-gaziiig eye^ 
The gray forest-eagle is king of the sky ! 
O, Klfie he loves die green valley of flowers, . 
Where snnshine and song cheer the bright snmmer 

hours, 
For he hears in those hannts cmly mnsic, and sees 
Only rippHng of waters and waving of trees ; 
There the rea robin warbles, the honey-bee hums, 
The timid quail whistles, the sly partridge drums ; 
And if those proud ^pinions, perchance, 3weep along. 
There's a shrouding of plumage, a hushing of song; 
The sunlight fails stiDy on leaf and oil moss. 
And there's naught but his shadow black gliding 



Put the dark, gloomy gorge, where down plunges 

' the foam 
Of the fierce, rock-lash'd torrent, he claims as his 

home: 
There he blends his keen shriek vrith the roar of 

the flood. 
And the many-voiced sounds of the blast-smitten 

wopd; 
Frcmi die crag-grasping fir-top, where )^orn han^ 

flb i^e^ the mad: waters while vrritihiiig bhieaitli i 
,5 
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Oft ft Ksftb of that m ombettd o d bemloek firr doum^ 
'^di Mglit Hraro muitlo and gay mottled citm*^ 
TIm kmgfialier watehesy wliero o'er faim his fee, 
TIm ftene lia^, sails drdiag, each moment mosv 

how poised are those pimona and pointed that beakp 
Hkdrsad swoop is ready, when, hark! widi a sfarieh. 
His snake-like neck arch'd, tak>ns drawB to Ua 

breast. 
His eye-halls red-blasinr, high bristling his erast^ 
mndi die rush of the wind-gust, the 1 



The nay forest-eagle shoots down in his flight; 
One blow of those talons, one plunge of that neck. 
The strong hawk hangs lifeless, a bloodrdrippfaoy 

WTMC; 

And as dives the free kingfisher, dart-like on hi^ 
Vmti his prey soars the eagle, uid melts in die Aj. 

A iiuui zed glaring, a low, rumblmg jar, 

Proclaim the storm demon yet raging afar: 

The black doud strides upward, the lighfning moce 

red. 
And the roll of the thunder moie deep and more 

dread; 
A thick pall^ darkness is cast o'er the air. 
And on bounds the blast with 6 howl fixmi its lair; 
The lightning darts sig-sag and fork'd through tte 

gloom. 
And die bolt launches o'er widi crash, ratde, and 



The gsay finest-eaffte, where, where has he niedf 
0oes he shrink to his eyrie, and shiver widi dreadl 
Doeathe glare blind his ejret Has the terrible blast 
On the wing of the sky-kmg a fear-fetter castt 
Nok 110^ die brave eagle I he thinks not of ficiglk; 
The wradi of die tempest but rouses delight; 
To the flash of die lightning his eye casts a gl6am» 
Todie diriek of die wOdl^he echoes hisi 
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^toi widi front fto a wwrior tlMt speeds to &e ftqrt 
And m t^w^pfmg of pinioDB, he's up and awajl 
Away, Of away, soars the fearless and free I 
Wliat ledu lie tke sky's strife l^-its monarch is hel 
The Hffhtaing danta ronnd hina, nndannted his sighi:) 
The httst sweeps agahurt him, nnwaver'd his ili^t; 
High upward, sdll apward, he wheels, till his mm 
Is kat m the hladL, scowling gloom of the storau 

The tompest sweeps o er ?nth its terrible tram, 
And the iroleiidoar of sonshine is glowing* ^;ain{ 
Again smues the soft, tender blue dTthe sky. 
Waked bird*TOioes warble, fenn'd leaf-Toices sigh $ 
On ti|e green grass dance shadowS) streams qpuUe 

and^nm, 
The breese bean t|ie odonr its flower-kiss has won« 
And fen on the form of the demon in flight 
The rainbow's magnificence gladdens the sight I 
The gray forest eaglet O, where is he now» 
While the sky wean the smile of its Gk>D on iu lMt>w t 
There's a dark, floating qpot by yon doad's pearly 
' wreath, 

WHlr the qieed o£ the arrow 'tis shooting beneathl 
Down, nearer and nearer it draws to the gase, 
Now over the rainbow, now blent with its blaze. 
To a shi^ it expands, still it plunses through aisv 
A. jprood crest, a fierce eye, a broad wing are theraj 
'Tis die eagle-— the gray forest-eagle— once more 
He sweeps to his eyxie: his jonmey is o'er I 

Time whirls round his circle, his yean roll away. 
Bat die gray ferest-eaffle minds little his sway; 
The child spvms its bnds for youth's thorn-hidden 

bloom. 
S ee k s manhood's bright phamoms, finds age and a 

tomb; 
Bat the eagle's eye dims not, his wing is unbow'd, 
ttin drinks he the Bonsldne, still scales he die doudl 



5S posm ov KiNmfnMi ro Mmmam* 

The green, titiy pinenBhirab pdntB up fttHa A»iaki^ 
The wren's foot Wonld cover jt, tripj^g aereflU ; 
The beech-nut down dropping would irualk k be^ 

neath, 
But 'tis wfttmed with heaven's BUmhine, and ftnii'd 

by its breath ; 
The seasons fly padt it, its head is on high. 
Its thick branches challenge each mood o^the sky; 
On its rough bark the moss a green mantle creates. 
And the deer from his antlers the Telvet-ddwii grates| 
Time withers its roots, it lifts sadly in air 
A trunk dry and wasted, a top jag|^d and bate, 
Tin it rocks in the soft breeze and crashes to earth. 
Its blown indents strewing the pla<se of lis birth; 
The eagle has seen it up-struggling to siffht, 
He has seen it defying the stcmn in its mig^ 
Then prostrate, soil-blended, with plants sproufiiig 

o'er. 
But the ^y forest-eagle is still ao of yore. 
His flammg eye dims not, his wing is unbow'd, 
Still drinks he the sunshine, still scales he the doad I 
He has seen from his eyrie the forest below 
In bud and in leaf, robed with crimson and snow. 
The thickets, deep wolf*lairS,the high crag his throne. 
And the shriek of the panther has answer'd his own. 
He has seen the wild red man the lord of the shades. 
And the smoke of his wigwams curl thick ib the 

glades ; 
He has seen the proud forest melt breath-like away, 
And the breast of the earth lying bare to the day; 
He sees the green meadow-gi-ass hiding the lair, 
And his crag-throne spread naked to sun and to iair; 
And his shriek is now answer'd, while sweeping 

along, 
By the low of the herd an4 ^id busbandnkan^i songt 
lie has seen the wild red man off-swept by his foes, 
And he sees dome aad*i^»of where these smioMes 

onee arnne;' ^'"^ ■ ' ^■■■^'••- ^-■■' ■ ■• --H' ''--^ 



But bis flammg eye dimB not, bis wing is unbowed, 
Sdll drinka be tbe sunshine, Btill scales be the cloodl 

An emblem of Fveedom, stem, bauflbty. and bjgb* •« 
Is the gray fbrest-eagle, that kmg of tihe sky ( - 
It scorns the bright scenes, the gay plates of etardi— - 
By the mountain and torrent it spnngs into biith ; 
There rock'd by the wild wind, baptized in the foam. 
It is guarded and cherisb'd, and there is its home! 
When its shadow steals back o'er the empures of 

kings, 
Deep terror, deep beartHsbaking terror it brings; 
Where wicked oppression is arm'd for the wedt, 
Then rustles its pmion, then echoes its shriek; 
Its eye flames with vengeance, it sweeps on its way, 
. And its talons are bathed in the blood of its prey. 
O, that eKle of Freedom! when cloud upon cloud , 
Swathed the, 9ky of my own motive lanii with a shroud. 
When lightnings gleamed' fiercisly, ajad thunder-bolts 

How proud to the tempest those pimons were fittngi 
Though the wild blast of battle swept fierce through 

the air 
With darkness and d»ad« still tbe eagle was there ; 
Unquailin^y stil] speeding, his swift mght was on, 
Till the rambow of Peace crown'd the victory won. 
O, that eagle of Freedom! age dims not his eye. 
He has seen Earth's mortality spring, bloom and dUe! ^ 
He has seen the strong nations rise, flourish and bH, 
He mocks at Time's changes, he triumphs o'er aJl : 
He has seen our own land with wild forests o'ar* 

• 6|>read, 
He sees it with sunshine and joy on its bead; 
And his presence will biess this, his own, c h eo on 

dime, 
Tfll the archangers fiat is set upon time. 

Alfred B. Stbbbt. 

5* 
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TttB LITTLE BEACH-BIRDc 

Tboo Utde Urd, thmi dweller by die oee, 
Whj takest thou iti mdancholy Toioet 
ibid with that boding cry 
Along the waves dost thou fly I 
O I rather, bird, with me 

Through the fair land rejoice! 

• 

Thv flitting form comes ghosdy dim and pale» 
As driven by a beatinff stonn at sea ; 
Thy cry is weak and scared. 
As if thy mates had shared 
The doom <» tts : Thy wail— 
What does it bring to me t 

Tkm call'st along the sand, and hannt'st the mag&^ 
Restless and saa : as i( in strange accord 
With the motion and the roar 
Of waves that drive to shore. 
One spirit did ye urge— 
'Hie MystOTy— the Word. 

Of thousands, thou both sepulchre and paO> 
Old ocean, art ! A requiem o'er the dead, 
From out thy gloomy cells 
A tale of moumingr tells— 
Tells of man's wo and fall. 
His sinless glory fled. 



I torn thee, little bird, and take thy flighty 
Where the complaining sea shall samoao bring 
Thy spirit never more. 
Come, quit with me the shore, 
Porgladness and the Ught 
. "Wliere birds of summer sing. 

R.H. Dama, 
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THE WINGED WOR8HIPPER& 

Oat, ffoiltlefls pair. 
What seek ye from the fields of hevfOB t 

Tehttve no need of prayer, 
Ya have no sins to be Ib^ven. 

Why perch je here. 
Where mortius to their Maker bebd t 

Can yoor pure spinta ftar 
T^ Qon ye never could oflfend t 

Ye never knew 
The crimes for which we come to weep. 

Penance is not for you, 
Bessed wanderers of the tqfperieq^. 

To you 'tis given 
To wake sweet nature's untaught lays; 

Beneath the arch of heaven 
To chirp away a life of praise. 

Then spread each wing. 
Far, far above, o'er lakes and lands, 

And join the choirs that sinff 
In yon blue dome not reai'd with hands. 

Or, if ye stay, 
To note the consecrated hour. 

Teach me the airy way. 
And let me try your envied power. 

Above the crowd. 
On mward wings could I but fly, 

rd bathe in yon bright doud, 
Aad.seek the stars that gem the sky. 

*Twere heaven indeed 
Through fields of trackless lifiht to soar» 

On Nature's charms to feed. 
And Nature's own great Gh>D adore. 
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TO THE CONDOR. 

WoNDBom, majestic bird I whose migfatj vdlag 
Dwells not with puny warblers of the spring ;-« 

Nor on earth's silent breast-— 
Powerful to soar in strength and pride on high. 
And sweep the azure bosom of the sky — 

Chooses its place of rest. 

Proud nursling of the tempest! where 
Thy pinions at the daylight's fading close 

In what far clime of night 
Dost thou in silence, breathless and alone- 
While round thee swells of life no kindred 

Sui^nd thy tireless flight 1 

The mountain's frozen peak is lone and bare. 
No foot of man hath ever rested there; — 

Yet 'tis thy sport to soar 
Far o'er its frownmg summit — ^and the plain 
Would seek to win thy downward wing in vaiOy 

Or the green sea-beat shore. 

The limits of thy course no daring eye 

Has marked ; — thy glorious path a£ Hght on high 

Is trackless and unknown; 
The gorgeous sun thy quenchless gaze may diaxe; 
Sole tenant of* his boundless realm of air, 

Thou art, vnth him, alone. 

Imperial wanderer ! the storms that shake 
Earth's towers, and bid h^ rooted mountains quake. 

Are never felt by thee ! 
Beyond the bolt — beyond the lightning's gleam« 
Basking for ever in the unclouded beam — 

Thy home — ^immensity ! 

And thus the soul, with upward flight like thine, ^ 
May track die realms where Heaven's owHt i^riies 
abine, 
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And leofB die tempter's power ; 
Tel meaner cares oppress its drooping wings ; 
SciD to eartli's joys the sky-bom wau&rer dings** 

Those pageants of an hour ! — ^Mks. Ellbv. 



TO THE CANARY-BIRD. 

I OAMifOT hear thy yoiee with others* ears. 
Who make of thy lost liberty a gain ; 
And in thy tale of blighted hopes and fears 
Feel not mat every note is bom with pain. 
Alas ! that with thy music's gentle swell 
Past days of joy should through thy memonr **«'^'*7g;p 
And each to thee their words of sonrow tell^ 
While ravish'd sense forgets thee in thy song. 
The heart that on the past and fiiture feeds* 
And pours in human words its thoughts divine^ 
Though at each biith the spirit inly bleeds, 
Its song may chtan the listening ear like diine* 
And men with gilded cage and praise will try 
To make the bud like thee, forget his native sky* 

JoNss VanT. 



TO A WATERFOWL. 

WmTHaSy 'midst &llin(r dew. 
While glow the heavens wim the last steps of dajp 
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou punoa 

Thy solitary way ! 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
mght BuA thy distant flight to do thee 
AMg daiUy painted on the crimson Bkjp 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of w eedy lake, or marge of river wide 
0^ where the rocking billowB rise and ii 

On the chafod ocean sidel 



1 
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There is a power whose care 
Teaches iby wa^r along that pathless coasts— 
The desert and illimitahle air,— 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

AH day thy wings have fanned. 
At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere, 
Tet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shall end : 
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest. 
And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bead^ 

Soon, o'er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou 'rt gone, the abyss of heayen 
Halh swaiDow'd up thy form; yet, on m^ heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast giTOn, 

Ajid shall not soon depart 

He who, firom zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flq^ 
In the long way that I must tread alonot 

Will lead my steps aright. x ' 

EPITAPH UPON A 0OO. 

Ak ear that caught my slightest tone. 

In kindness or in anger spoken ; 
An eye that ever waitch'd my own. 

In vigils death alone has broken ; 
Its chan^less, ceaseless, and unbou^ 

Affection to the last revealing ; 
Beaming almost with human thought. 

And more— -far more than human feeSng 1 

Can such is. endless sleep be chilFd, 
And mortitl pride disdain t) sorrow, 

JEtocauae ibjS^ pulse that here was stiil*d 
May wake to no immortal marrow $ 
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Can fakhy devotedness, and love» 

Tbat aeem to humbler creatures given 

To tell us what we owe above,— 

Thetypes of what is due tc Heaven,*— 

Can these be with the things that were, 

Things cherish'd — ^but no more returning. 
And leave behind no trace of care, 

No shade that speaks a moment's mourning t 
Alas I my friend, of all of worth 

That years have stolen or years yet leave me, 
I've never known so much on earth. 

But that the loss of thine must grieve me. 

C. F. HoipFMAN. 



THE BELFRY PIGEON. 

On the cro88-b|9flm under the Old South bell 
The nest of a pigeon is builded well. 
In summer and winter that bird is there, 
Out and in with the morning air ; 
I love to see him track the street, 
With bis wary eye and active feet ; 
And I oflen watdi him as he springs. 
Circling the steeple with easy wings, 
Till across the dial his shade has pass'd, 
And the belfry edge is gained at last. 
'Tis a bird I love, with its brooding note. 
And the trembling throb in its mottled throat ; 
There's a human look in its swelling breast, 
And the gentle curve d its lowly crest ; 
And I often stop with the fear I feel. 
He runs so close to the rapid wheeL 

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell — 
Chime of the hour, or funeral knell — 
The dove in the belfry must hear it welL 
When the tongue swings out to the midnight moon 
When the sexton cheerly rings for noon. 



When the clock strikes clear at moniiiig lights 
When the child is waked with " nine at m^b/* 
When tho chimes play soft in the Sabbath air. 
Fining the spirit with tones of prayer,*- 
Whatever tale in the bell is heard. 
He broods on his folded feet anstirr*d. 
Or, rising half in his rounded nest, 
He takes the time to smooth his bveast. 
Then drops again, with filmed eyes. 
And sleeps as the last vibration dies. 

Sweet oitd ! I would that I coiild be 
A hermit in the crowd like thee ! 
With wings to fly to wood and glen I 
Thy lot, &e mine, is cast -with men ; 
And daily, vrith unwilling feet, 
I tread, like thee, die crowded street; 
But, unlike me, when day is o*er. 
Thou canst dismiss the world, and soiTp 
Or, at a half-felt vrish for rest. 
Canst smooth thy feathers on thy breasl» 
And drop, foigetful, to thy nest. 

I would that, in suc1;l wmss of gold, 
I could my weary heart upfold ; 
I would I could look down unmoved, 
(Unloving as I am unloved,) 
And, while the world throngs on beneadi, 
^ mooth down my cares- and calmly breathe; 
And never sad vrith others' sadness, 
And never Rlad vrith others* gladness, 
Listen, unstirr'd, to knell or chime, 
Ard, lapp'd in quiet, bide my time. — ^WilliT 




SELECT POEMS 



DOMESTIC AFFECTIONS. 



THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

mCEIBID TO XOBKST AUlf , ISO. 

Lar not ambillon mock their vMfal toil. 

Their homely joys and destiny obscure: 
Nor gnndear hear, with a disdainful smile. 

The short and simple anaals of the poor.— 0«AT. 

Mt loTed, my honoured, much respected firiendl 

No mercenary bard his homage P&ys ; 
With honest pride» I scorn each semsh endT 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praiaa. 
ToYOU I sing, in simple Scottbh lays, 

The lowly train in life's sequestered scene ; 
The natiye feelings strong, the guileless ways; 
What Aiken in a cottage woidd have been; 
Ah I ihouffh his wordi unknown, far happier thers^ 
fween! 
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November chill blaws loud wi' angry sugh ; 

The short^ung winter-dav is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating me the plengh : 

The blackening trains o' craws to their repose: 
The toil-worn cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks and his hoes. 

Hoping the mom in ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o'er the moor his course does hameward 
bend. 

At length his lopely cot appears in view, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
The expectant wee things, toddlin,'stacher through 

To meet their dad, wi' flichterin' noise and 
glee. 
His wee bit.ingle blinkin' bonnily. 

His clean hearthstane, his thrifty wifie's smile. 
The lisping infant pratthng on his knee, 

Does a' his weary kiaugh and care beguile. 
And makes him quite forget his labour and his UnL 

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in» / 

At service out, amang the fanners roun' : 
Some ca' the plough, some hei*d, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neibor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame perhaps to show a braw new gowBt 

Or deposite her sair-won penny fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

With joy unfeigned, brothers and sisters meet^ 
And each for other's weelfare kindljr spieni : 

The social hours, swift- winged, unnoticed fleets 
Each tells the unco's that he sees or hears ; 

The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years; 
Anticipation forward points the view. 

The mother, \vi' her needle and her sheaxv, 



Gvn auld clses look amaist as weei 's the new; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

Their master's and their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obey; 
And mmd their labours wi' an eydent hand, 

And ne'er, though out o' sight, to jauk or play; 
" And oh I be sure to fear the Lord alway I 

And mind yoor duty, duly, mcmi and ni|^ 1 
Lest in temptation's pa^ ye gang astray. 

Implore His counsel and assisting might ; 
They never sought in vain that sought llie Lord 
aright 1" 

But, hark ! a rap cpmes gently to thelioor; 

Jenny, wha kens die meaning o' the same,. 
Tells^how a neibor lad cam o'er the moor, 
. To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

SparUe in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek, 
Witn heartHStruck anxious care inquires his name^ 

While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 
Weel pleased the mother hears it's nae wild wovdi- 
less rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappin' youlli ; he taks the mother's eye ; 
Bithe Jenny sees the visit's no ill-ta'en ; 

The father cracks of horses, ploughs and kye« ' 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

But blate and lathefii', scarce can weel baJutve ; 
The mother, wi' a. woman's wiles, can spy 

Whatmakesthe youth sae bashfu'andsae msmi 
Weel pleased to think her bairn's respected like the 
lave. 

Oh happy love ! — ^wh^e love like this is found 1 
Oh heartfelt raptures ! — ^bliss beyond compare I 

I Ve paced much tins weary, mortal roond, 
•And safe expeiiraee bias me this doelir»^ 
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^ If HaaTen a drau^ of beaTenly pleasure spaie. 

One cordial in this melandioly vale* 
*Tis when a youthful, loying, modest pair, 
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beoesth the milk-white thorn that scents the erenimr 
gale." 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart, 
A wretch ! a villain 1 lost to lore and trttth I— 

That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 
Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth t . 

Curse on his penured arts ! dissembung smooth I 

, Are honour, yirtue, conscience, all exiled 1 

Is fliere no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child 1 
Then paints the ruined maid, and their Astracdon 
wildt 

But now the supper crowns their simple board. 

The halesome parritch, chief of Scotia's food; 
The soupe their only hawkie does afford. 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood; 
The dame brings forth, in complimental mood. 

To grace the lad, her weel-hained kebbuck, fell. 
And an he's prest, and aft he ca's it guid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell 
How 'twas a towmonid auld, sin' lint was i' the bdL 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 

They round the in||le form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns a'er with patriarchal grace 

The big ha'-bible, ance his father's pride ; 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside. 

His lyart haffists wearine thin and bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ^ Let us worship God!" he says with solemn air, 

Th^ chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim 4 
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PeriHiNi Dundee'B wild-warbling mearaxeB 
Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name, 

Or noble Elgin beejta the heaven^ward flame. 
The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 

Compared with thesQ, Italian trills are tame ; 
The tickled ear no heartfelt raptures raise , 
Kae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. . 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page- 
How Abram was the friend of Gon on high ; 

Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 

Or how the royal bard did groaning he 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging ire; 

Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 

Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is th^ theme- 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed: 

How He, who bore in Heaven the second name, 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head : 

How his first followers and servants sped, 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 

How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Bab'lon's doom pronounced by 
Heaven's command. 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's eternal Kino, 

The saint, me father, and the husband prays : 
Hope " springs exulting on triumphant wing,"^ 

That thus they all shall meet in future days ; 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh, or shed the. bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's praise, 

m such society, yet still more dear; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere. 

*F<^a WindMor Fofett 
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Compcrod wkh thu, 1k»w poor nligton's pride, ^ 

In all the pomp of memod and oi art. 
When men diaplay to congregattona wide, 

DeTOtiQn's eyery grace, except the heart I 
The power ineensedj the pageant will desecty 

Thd pompoua strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, m some cottage far apart, 

Majrnear, well pleased, the language oCthe ao«l; 
Andbuhisho^ of life the inmates poor enrc^ 
Then homeward all take off their several way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest: 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request. 
That H!b, who stills the raven's clamorous nest» 

And decks the hly fair in flowery pride. 
Would, in the way his wisdom sees the best. 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
But, chiefly, in their hearts with grace mvine preside. 

From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur npiiBSBy 

That makes her loved at heme, revered abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

''An honest man's the noblest work of God ;*' 
And certes, in fair virtue's heavenly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp t— a cumbrous load^ 

Bisffuising ofl: ike wretch of human kind. 
Studied m arts of hell, in wickedness refined! 
Oh Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent I 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

Be blest vnth healtii, and peace, and sweet eon* 
tent! 
And eh ! may Heaven tiieir simple lives prevent 

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise tiie while, 
And stand a wall oi fire around their much-loved isle. 



Ok Tboa ! who p<rared thepmlariotic tide 

That streamed through Wallace's undamited 
heart. 
Who daied to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 
Or nobly die, the second glorious pait, 
(The patriot's God, pecuHariy diou art, 

His friend, inspirer, gaazdim and rewaid 1) 
di never, never Scotia's reahn desert; 
But still the patriot, and the patriot bud. 
In bi%ht succession raise, her ornament and guard I 

RoBBax BuMia. 



THE HUSBAND'S RETURN. 

And are ye sure the news is true t 

And are ye sure he's weelt 
Is this a time to talk o' wark 1 

Mak haste, set by your wheel. 
Is this a time to talk o' waik. 
When Colin 's at the door 1 
GKe me my cloak. 111 to the quay. 
And see him come ashore. 

For there's nae luck about the house, 

There's nae luck ava ; 
There's little pleasure in the house, 
When our goodman's awa. 

Bise up and mak a clean fireside, 

Put on the miokle pot ; 
CAe Hide Kate her cotton gowiH 

And Jock his Sunday's coat : 
And mak their sho<m as black as slaes^ 

Their hose as white as snaw; 
It's a' to please my ain goodmaa. 

For he's been loi^ awa. 
For there's nae luck, &c. 
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There are twa ben9 U|>Qn thp bauk, 

Have fed this month and mair, 
Mak baste, and thraw their necks aboni^ 

That Colin weel may fare : 
And spread the table neat and clean. 

Gar ilka thing look braw; 
Its a' for loTo of my goodmavu 

For he's been lang awa. 
For there's nae luck, &c. 

O gie me 4pwn my bigonet, 

My bishop-satin gown, 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife, 

That Colin*'s come to town. 
My Sunday's shoon they maun gae on. 

My hose o' pearl blue, 
It's a' to please my ain goodman. 

For he's baith leal and true. 
For there's nae luck, &c. 

Sae true's his words, sae smooth's his speech, 
. His breath 's like caller air, 
His very foot has music in*t. 

When he comes up the stair. 
And will I see his face again 1 
And wtH I hear him speak ? 
I'm downright dizzy wi' the thought ; 
In troth I'm like to greet. 
For there's nae luck, &c. 

The cauld blasts of the winter wind. 

That thrilled through my heart. 
They're a' blawn by, I hae him sa&s 

Till death we'll never part : 
But what puts parting in my head 1 

It may be far awa : 
The present moment is our ain,^ 

The neist we never saw. 
For there's nae luck, &c. 
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Since Colin 's weal, I*m wool content, 

I hae nae mair to craye ; 
Could I but live to mak him blest, 

I'm blest aboon the lave. " 
And will I see his face again t 

And will I hear him speak t 
I'm downrirht dizzy wi' the thought ; 

In troth I'm like to greet. 
For there's nae lu^k, &c. 



WHEN 1 UPON THY BOSOM LEAN. 

When I upon thy bosom lean. 

And fimdly cl^isp thee a' my ain, 
I g^jory in the sacred ties 

That made us ane, wha snce were twain : 
A mutual flame inspires us baith — 

The tender look, the melting kiss ; 
Even years shall ne'er destroy our love, 

But only gie us change of bliss. 

Hae I a wish ? it's a' for thee ; 

I ken thy wish is me to please ; 
Our moments pass sae smooth away. 

That numbera on us look and gaze. 
Weel pleased they see our happy days. 

Nor enyy's sel' finds aught to blame ; 
And aye when weary cares arise, 

Thy bosom still shall be my hame. 

I'll lay me there, and tak my rest ; 

And (f that aught disturb my dear, 
VU. bid her laugh her cares away. 

And beg her not to drap a tear. 
Hae I a ioy 1 it's a' her am ; 

United sdU her heart and mine ; 
They're like the woodbine round the tree, 

That's twined till death shall them disjoin. 

J. Lapbais. 
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WINIFREDA.* 

AwAT ; let npught to lore displeaamg* 
My Winifireda, move your care ; 

Let nottgbt delay the beavenly bleBsingy 
Ner squeamisD pride, nor gloomy fear« 

What though no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood ; 

We'll shme in more substantial honoursy 
"And to be noblO) we'll be good. 

' Our name, while virtue thus we tendeti 

Will sweetly sound where'er 'tis spoke : 
And all the greal^ ones thejr shall wonder 
' How they respect such little folk. 

What though frem fortuned lavish bounlj 
No mighty treasures we possess ; 

We'll fiiM within our pittance plenty. 
And be content without excess. 

Still shall each returping season 

Sufficient for our virishes g^ve ; 
For we will live a life of reason, 

And that's the only life to live. 

Through youth and age in love excelling^ 
We'll Imnd in hand together tread ^ 

Sweet-smiling peace shaH crown our dwelBngf 
And babes, sweet-smiling babes, our bed. 

How should I We the pretty creatures. 
While round my knees ihey fondly clung; 

To see them look their mother's features^ 
To hear them lisp their mother's tongue. 

• *thd name of the author of this beautifiil addren to enninpl 
jQifVi wntten upwards of a eentorf ago, is miceitBlii. 
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And when widi emry timo transported, 
Shall think to lob na of our joya, 

Tott'U in yonr girk again be courted. 
And I'M go wooing in my boys. 

FIRESIDE COMFORT& 

BsAn CUoe, while the bnay crowd. 
The Tain, the wealthy, and the prood. 

In folly's maze advance : 
Though Bingnlarit^ and pnde 
Be ci^ed onr choice, we'll step aside, 

Nor join the giddy dance. 
IVom the gay world weHl oft retire 
To onr own &mily and fire. 

Where love onr hours employs ; 
Mo ndsy neighbour enters here, 
No intermedSing stranger near. 

To ^Kxil our heartfelt joys. 

If solid happiness we prize^ 
. Within* octr breast this jewel lies. 

And they are fods who roam ; 
The world hath nothing to bestow. 
From our own selves our bliss must flow. 

And that dear hut, our home. 

Though fools spurn Hymen's gentle powetit 
We, who impro^ his golden hours, 

By sweet expcsienee know. 
That marriage^ rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforu bring; 
If tutor'd right, theyll prove a sprmg 

Whence pleasures ever rise : 
Well form their mind with studious eare 
To all Aat's manly, good and &ir 

And train thraa for the does. 



Whila liiey our wisest hours engage^ 
They'll joy 6ur youth, sap^Knt our age, 

Aiid crown oor hoary hairs ; 
They'll grow in virtue erety day. 
And they our fondest, loves repay. 

And recompense our cares. 

No horrowed joys ! they're all our own^- 
While to the world we live Unknown, 

Or by the world forgoU 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state, 
We look with pity on the great, 

And bless oar humble lot. 

'Our portion is not large, indeed. 
But Uien how little do we need. 

For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies, 
To want no more than may suffice. 

And make that little do. . 

We'U therefore relish with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has sent» 

Nor aim beyond our power; 
For, if our stock be very small, 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resigned when ills betide. 
Patient when favours are denied, 

And pleased with favours given | 
Dear Chloe, this is wisdom's part. 
This i^ that incosse of the heart. 

Whose fragrance smells to Heaven. 

We'll ask no lon^-protracted treat, 
Sittce ^winter-'lile is seldom sweet ; 

But, when our feast is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll arise, 
Nor grud^ our sons, widi envious ^y^' 

The rriies of our store. 
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That hand in hand thrcmgli life woV g»| 
Iti eheqaerod patha of joy anul wo 

With cautioiia atqM we'll treed ; 
Quit its vain acenes without a tear. 
Without a trottble, or a fear» 

And mingle with the dead. 

While Conadence^ like a {aithftd friend, 
ShnXi throng^ the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts eeaae^ 
Like a kind angel whisper peace, 

And aniobth the bed of death*--*CoTTo«. 



THS BfTTHERLESS BAIRN.* 

WsBii a' itber baimiea are hushed, to their heme. 
By aunty, or cousin, or frecky grand-dame, 
Wha stands last an' lanely, an' sairlv forfairh t 
'Tis the puir dowie laddie-^-the mitherless bairn ! 
The mitherless baamie creeps to his lane bed, 
Nane covers his cauld back, or haps his bare head ; 
His wee hackit heelies are hard as the aim, 
An' lithless the lair o' the mitheiiess baim 1 
Aneath his cauld brow, siccan dreams hover there, 
O* hands that wont kindly to kaam his dark hair I 
But morning brings clntdies, a' reckless an' stem. 
That lo'e na the locks o' the mitherless bairn 1 
The sister wha sang o'er his safUy rocked bed. 
Now rests in the mools where their mammy is laid) 
WkBe the fiither toils sair his wee bannock to eanl. 
An' kens na the wrangs o' his mitherless baim. 

Her spirit that passed in yon hour of his birth, 
StiU watches his lone lorn wanderings on earth, 
Reeordinff in heaven the blessings thev earn, 
Wha cooSiilie deal wi' the mitherless baim I 

* MadMdM child. :. 

7 
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Oh I speak bim na baniUy— 4ie tranibles the while. 
He bends to your bidding, and blesaea yoor smfle : 
In their da» hoar o' angoiflh, the heartleas ahall 

learn. 
That GK>d deab the blow for the mitheileas bairn ! 

Wii.LiAii Tbom. 



DUTIFUL JEIL 

TmoM was a poor widow, who lived in a cot. 
She tcarcelj a blanket to warm her had got ; 
Her windowa ware broken, her walla were all baze^ 
And the cold winter-wind* often whistled in there. 

Pfxnr Susan was old, and too feeble to spin. 

Her fixrehead was wrinkled, her hands they pm e 

diin; 
And bread she'd have wanted, as many hare done^ 
If she had not been blessed ymtk a good little aon. 

But he IotM her well, like a dvtiful lad, 
And Ihoo^ her the very best friend that he had; 
And now to neglect or ^rsake her, he knew 
Was the most widted thing he could possibly do. 

For he was quite healthy, and active, and stout. 
While his poor mother hardly could hobble aboii^ 
And he thought it his duty, and greatest delight, 
To woric for her living from morning to night. 

So he started each morning as gay as a lark, 

And woiked all day long in Uie fields tiU 't was 

dark : 
'Then came home again to his dear mother's cot, 
And cheeifully gave her the wages he got 



And oh, how she loved bim 1 how great was her joy I 
To think her deaf Jem was a dul^ boy: 
Her arm round his neck she would tendeibf cast. 
Ana Uss his Md cheek, while the teaia tridOed ftst 
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Oh, dwn, W88 not little Jem hapmer fiir, 
Than naughty, and idle, and wuxed boys are t 
For as long as he lived, 'twas' his comfort and joy. 
To MA he'd not beien an undntifiil boy. 

Jahb TAtloiu 



.JS THE SEARCH OF GOOD HUMOUR. 

In die aeardi of good hmnpnr I've rambled dl day» 
And just now honest truth has discovered her way ; 
When rubbine lns«telescope perfectly clear. 
Called out, *' I have found!^her," andHbade me come 
here* 

I*m grown weaiy of wit, who but dresses for show. 
And strives stiU to spaiUe as much as your beau ; 
Few, if l» can skine^ diough at dear friends' expense. 
He win raise contributioiis on feeling and sense. 

Then learning is proud, nor can trifle with ease, 
Though in this litde life 'tis oft trifles that please ; 
Unbending austerity, wrapt up in self, 
Is so like a miser when hoarding his pel£ 

Strong reason 's a warrior that fights out his way. 

And scidoBi has leisuie to rest or to play ; 

Nay, so rough has he grown, unless great things are 

done, 
He thinks that all useless went down the bright 



Oh I 'tis gentle good humour that makes life se 

sweety 
And picks up the flow'rets that garnish our foec ; 
Then, from mem eztracdng the balsam of health, 
Tunis tike bfcwaoms of nature to tros sleiiing we^th. 

Miss Blahiu. 



POUI0 or •m DOMisnc An^mmm* 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Qh thou whose ciiro sufltained my iabi^t yemi» 
And taMgfat my {Hratding lip each note of loTe } 

Whose soothing yoice breathed comfort to my fean. 
And round my brow hope's brightest gariaad 
wove; 

To thee my la^ is due, the simple song. 
Which nature gaye me at lim's opening day , 

To thee these rude, these untaught strains belong. 
Whose heart indulgent will not spurn my lay« 

Oh say, amid this wilderness of life, 

What bosom would haye throbbed like thine fi)r 
met 
Who would have smiled responsiye 1 — who in grief 

Wonld e'er haye felt, aod,£9aling,gviBye like uieet 

Who would have guarded, with a fblcon eye. 
Each trembling footstep, or each sport of fear f 

Who would have marked my bosom bounding high. 
And claimed me to her heart with love's oright 
tearl 

Who would have hung around my sleepless couch, 
And fanned with anxious hand, my bntning hrowt 

Who would have fondly pressed my fevered Iqp, 
In all the agony of love and wol 

None but a mpthei^none but one like thee. 
Whose bloom has faded in the midnight watch 

Whose eye, for me, has lost its witchery. 
Whose form has felt disease's mildew touch. 

Yes, thou bast lighted me to health and life. 
By the bright lustre of thy youthfiil bloom ; . 

Tea, thou hwt wept so <^ o'er e!very|pMi^ 
Tbalk wo haih traced diy brow with maxke of 
gloom. 



0v taM wmtmvic AmMnHwnff. ft 

Oh, tb«i,-lo thee, ^s rude «&d rimple soBg, 

Which breathes of thankfulness and lore fbrdieeb 

To thee^ my mother, shall this lay beloii|fi 
Whose Ine is spent in toil and care for me. 
^^ • IXktiDseii; 



THE"WMi TO HER Ht^BAND.« 

^ Tbv took me, William, when a fpA^ unto your home 

and heait, 
To bear in all your after &te a fond and fidthful part; 
And tell me, have I eyer tried that duty to forego, 
Pr jpj|^ed there was not joy iar me when you were 

Slink in woi 
J^o 1 1 would rathor share ytmr tear than any other's 

glecf. 
For thpugh you're nothing to the world, you're au* 

THE -WOULD TO HlK. ' 

Yo^ jmake a palace of my shed/ this rough-hewn 

bench a throne ; 
There^s swUgl^t .for. me . in your simledi and music in 

your tone, ^^ \^ 
look upon you when you sleep-HQiy eyes with tears 

grow dim, 
6ry» <0h Parent of the Poor, look down firom 

heav^^n on him ;. 
Behold him toil from day to day, exhattsdng strength 

^dsoul; 
Oh look with meroy on him. Lord, for dum canst 

make him whole!' 



• The aboYe admimble lines, by an Ameiieiat lady,'« i 
cf^^ Society 0r FMenda, ai^peeied a few jwaM ego In the iEMm. 
We are toU dut Ae poem Hie fiNmd In 
r gaidener In the United States, whom it 
winning from the noi^y tap-ioom to Us 



And wbM at last relieTiBg deep hat on mj ^afdUi 



flow oft are they forbade to doae iadamber by^ 

cbildl 
I take the little munmizer that qpoils my spaa of 

rest, 
And feel it as a part of thee I lull upon my breaat 
There's only one retam I eraye. I may not need it 

long. 
And it may soothe thee whenTm where the wxetdiad 

feel no wrong : 
I ask not finr a kinder tone» fin* thoa wert ever kind; 
I ask not fi>r less frugal &xe, m^*fkre I do not mind; 
I ask not for attire more gav-— if soch as Z have got 
Suffice to make me fiiir to thee, fi)r more I murmttf 

not 
But I would ask some share of hours that yon on 

clubs bestow. 
Of knowledge which you prize so much, might I not 

someUiing knowt 
Subtract from meetings amongst men each eve an 

hour for me ; 
Make me companion of your soul, as may I safely bou 
If you will read, 1*11 sit and work; then think when 

you're away; 
Less tedious I shdl find the time, dear WilUain, of 

your stay. 
A meet companion soon in be for e'en your stttdiooa 

hours, 
And teacher of those Uttie ones you can your eott«ge 

flowers; 
And if we be not rich and great, wO may be wise 

and kind. 
And as my heart can warm your heart, so may ay 

mind your mind*" 



tomuM or vn wmmmo 



CASA WAPPY.* 



And baBt Aou. sought thy heavenly home, 

Oorfond, dear boy — 
The reahns where sozrow dare not come. 

Where life is joy ! 
Pure at thy death as at thy birth. 
Thy SDirit caup^ht no taint from earth ; 
Even oy its blus we mete our death, 
Caaa Wmppj I 



Thou were a vision of delight 

To bless us given ; 
Beauty embodied to our sight, 

A type of heaven : 
So dear to us thou wert, thou art 
Even less thine own self than a part 
Of mine and of thy mother's heart, 
CasaWappy! 

Thy bright brief day knew no decline, 

'Twas cloudless joy; 
Sunrise and night alone were diine. 

Beloved toy ! 
This morn beheld thee blithe and gay. 
That found thee prostrate in decay, 
And e'er a third shone, day was clay, 
Casa Wsippj ! 

Gem of our hearth, our household pride, 

Earth's undefiled ; 
Could love have saved, thou hadst not died. 

Our dear, sweet child! 

• Vt€m " Domestic Veises, by Delta," (D. Ill Mon, Eiq,} 
18tfL CmmWmppy wm the eetf-confened pet name ef an ! 
•QBsf tiM poet, watehlid awiy after a Teiy brief flinaw 



Humbly we bow to Fate's decree ; 
Yet had we hoped that Time should MO 
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Do what I ma,jf go where I.will^ 

Thou meet'st my sight ; 
There dost thou glide before me sdll^ 

Aformofli^t! 
I feel thy breath upon my che^r— 
I see thee smile, I near thee speak— 
Till, oh ! my heart is like to mreak, 
Casa Wappy I 

Methinks thou amil'st before me now. 

With glance of stealth ; 
The hair thrown back from thy full biQW 

In buoyant health : 
I see thine eves' deep violet light. 
Thy dimplea cheek carnation^ bri^h^ 
Thy clasping arms sa round and white, 
Casa Wappy ! 

The nursery shows thy pictured wall» 

Thy bat, thy bow, 
Thy cloak and bonnet, club and ball; 

But where art thou I 
A comer holds thine empty chair. 
Thy playthings idly scattered there. 
But 8|>e{UL to us of our despair, 
Casa Wappy! 

Even to the last thy every word-- 

To glad, to gneve — 
Was sweet as sweetest song of bird 

On summer's eve ; 
In outward beauty undecayed. 
Death o'er thy spirit cast no shade. 
And like the rainbow thou didst fada^ 
CasaWappai 
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SnowB mufBed earth when thou didst go^ 

In life's Bpiing-bloom, 
I>own to the appointed house below, 

. The silent tomb. 
But now the green leayes of the trea^ 
The cuckoo and '' the busy bee/' 
Hetum — but with them bnng not diaa^ 
CasaWappy! 

Tis so ; but can it be (while fiowen 

Revive asain) — 
Man's doom, in death that we and ovu 

For aye remain 1 
Qh ! can it be, that o'er the grave 
The grass renewed should yearly wvro^ 
Tet God forget our child to save 1-«- 
CasaWappy! 

It cannot be : fer were it so 

Thus man could die. 
Life were a mockery. Thought were WQ^ 

And Truth a lie ; 
Heaven were a coinage of the brain. 
Religion frenzy, Virtue vain. 
And all our hopes to meet again, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Then be to us, O dear, lost child! 

With, beam of love, 
A star, death's uncongenial wild 

Smiling above : 
Soon, soon thy little feet have trod 
The skyward path, the seraph's road. 
That led thee back from msfk to God* 
Casa Wappy I 
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Farewell, llieii — for a whOe, fioeweft— 

Pride of my heart ! 
It cannot be that long we dwell. 

Thus torn apart : 
Time's shadows like the shntde flee ; 
And, daik howe'er life's night may be. 
Beyond tibe grave 111 meet with thee^ 
Oasa Wappy ! 

MTeHILD. 

Thv fi>ot of S|n»ng is on yon blue-topp'd moiuitaia. 

Leaving its green prints 'neath each spreading tree ; 
Her voice is heard beside the swelling fountain. 

Giving sweet tones to its wild melody. 
From the warm south she brings unnumber'4 loses 

To greet with smiles the eye of grief and oaxe; 
Her balmy breath on the worn brow reposes. 

And her rich gifts are scattered everywhere : 
I heed them not, my child! 

In the low vale the snow-wlute daisy springeAf 

The golden dandelion by its side, ' 
The eglantine a dewy fragrance flingeth 

To the soft breeze that wanders far and wide. 
The hyadntfa and polyanthus render. 

From their deep hearts, an offering of lov«; 
And fiiesh May-pijoks, and half-blown lilacs, tender 
• Their gratefiu homage to the skies above : 
I heed them not, my child I 

In die clear brook axe springp^ water-cressea, 

And pale, green rushes, and &ir nameless flowen 
While o'er them dip the willow's verdant tzessea* 

Dimpling the sunace with their mimic showers. 
The honeysuckle stealthily is creeping 

Round the low porch and mossy cottage^vee ; 
O, Spring hadi &iry treasures in her keepings 

And lovely are the landscapes that she weaves x 
'Tis naught to me, my child 1 
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Down die green lane ccxne peak of beaxtCell laugh* 
ter; 

The sobool has sent its eldest inmates feidi; 
And now a smaller band comes dancing after» 

Filling the air with i^outs of infant mirth. 
At the rude gate the anxious dame is bending 

To clasp her rosy darling to her breast; 
Joy, pride and hope are in her bosom blending; 

Ah, peace with her is no unusual guest ! 
Not so with me, my child ! 

AH the day long I listen to the smging 

Of the gay birds and winds among the trees; 
But a sad u^ider-string is ever ringing 

A tale of death imd its dread mysteries. 
Nature to me the letter id that killeth : 

The spirit of her charms has pass'd away; 
A fount of bliss no more my bosom fiUeth-— 

Snmbera its idol in unconscious day! 

Thou art in the grave, my child I 
For thy glad voice my spirit inly pineth ; 

I languish for thy blue eyes' holy light; 
Vainly for me the glorious sunbeam shineth ; 

Vainly the bless^ stars come forth at night! 
I walk in darkness, with the tomb before me^ 

Longing to lay my dust beside thy own ; 
O, east the mantle of thy presence o*er me! 

Beloved, leave me not so deeply lone ! 

Come back to me, my child 1 
Upon that breast of pitying love thou leanest,^ 

Which oft on earth did pillow such as thou ; 
Nor tum*d away petitioner the meanest ; 

Pray to Him, sinless : He will hear thee now. 
Plead for thy weak and broken4iearted mother; 

Pray that thy voice may whisper words of peaoe; 
Her ear is deal, and can di^tcem no odier; 

Speak, and her bitter sorrowings shall cease : 
Come back tome, my dnldl 



( 
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Come but in dreams : let me once more behpU Ihee^ 

Aa in tfay houn of buoyancy and glee. 
And one brief moment in my aima enfold thee 

Beloved, I will not ask tby stay with me i 
Leave but the impress of thy dove-like beantj. 

Which memory strives so vainly to recaU, 
And I will onward in the path of duty. 

Restraining tean that ever fain would fall I 
Come but in dreams, my child ! 

Mbs.Scott« 



TO MY MOTHEJL 

Mt mother 1 — ^Manhood's anxious brow 
And sterner cares have long been mine ; 

Yet turn I to th6e fondly now, 
As when upon thy bosom's shrine 

My infant griefs were gently hush*d to rest, 

And thy low-whisper'd prayers my slumber bless'd. 

I never call that gentle name, 

My mother ! but I am again 
E'en as a child ; the very same 

That prattled at thy knee ; and fain 
Would 1 forget, in momentary joy, 
That I no more can be thy happy boy ;— • 

The artless boy, to whom thy smile 

Was sunshine, and thy frown sad night, 

(Though rare that frown, and brief the while . 
It veird from me thy loving light ;) 

For weU-conn'd task, ambition's highest Uisa^ 
To win from thine approving lips a kiss. 

I've loved through foreign lands to roam, . 

And gazed o'er many a classic scene ; 
\et wtnild the thought of that dear home, 

Which once was ours, ofb intervene, 
And bid me close again my weary eye 
lo diink of thee, and those sweet days gone bj. 
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riwt pleasant home of fruits and flowen. 
Where, by the Hudson's yerdant side. 

My sisters wove their jasmine bowers, 
And he, we loyed, at eventide 

Woold hastening come from distant toil to Ueai 

Thine, and his children's radiant happiness. 

Alas, the change ! the rattling car 

On flint-pav^ streets profanes the spot^ 

Where o'er the sod, we sow'd the Star 
Of Bethlehem, and Forget-me-not. 

O, wo to Mammon^i desolating reign I 

We ne'er shall find on earth a home again I 

I've pored o'er many a yellow page 

Of ancient wisdom, and have won, 
Perchance, a scholar's name — ^but sag^ 

Or bard have never taught thy son 
Lessons so dear, so fraught with holy truth, 
As those his mother's faith shed on his youth* 

I( by the Saviour's grace made meet. 
My God yttII own my life and love, 

Methinks, when singing at His feet, 

Amid the ransom'd &rong above, ^ 

Thy name upon my glowing lips shall be. 

And I will bless that grace for beaven uid thee. 

For thee and heaven ; for thou didst tread 
The way that leads me heavenvrard, and 

My often wayward footsteps led 

In the same path with patient hand ; 

And when I wander'd far, thy earnest eall 

Restored my soul from sin's deceitful thralL 

I have been bless'd with other ties. 
Fond ties and true, yet never deem 

That I the less thy fondness prize ; 
No, mother! in my warmest dream 

Of answer'd paanon, through this heart of i 

One chord will ribrate to no name but thine. 
8 
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Motherl thy hmdo is widow'--weU >: > 
I know no love of mine can fill 

The wasle place of thy heart, or dwoQ 
Widiin one aaqred recess ; BtiU 

Lean OB the &ithful bosom of thy so»» 

My p«ent» thou art mine, my «»^ one ! 



TO MY WIFE 

AvAmfirom thee ! the morning bfeaka, 

Bttt mOToin^ brings no joy tome; 
Alas ! my spirit only wakes 

To know I am aiar from thee. 
In dreams I saw thy blessed faccf. 

And thou wert nestled on my breast 
In dreams I felt thy fond embrace. 

And to mine own thy heart was pr^ss'd. 

Afiir fiN>m thee ! 'tis solitude ! 

Though smiling crowds around me be 
The kind, the beautiful, the good. 

For I can only think of thee ; 
Of thee, the kindest, loveliest, best. 

My earliest and my only one 1 
Without thee I am all unbless'd. 

And wholly bless'd with thee alone. 

A&r from thee ! the words of praise 

My listless ear unheeded greet ; 
What sweetest seem'd, in better days. 

Without thee seems no longer sweet 
* The dearest joy fame can bestow 

Is in thy moisten'd eye to see. 
And in thy cheek's unusual glow. 

Thou de^n'st me not uiiwcnthy theOi 



A&r ^Nvm tbeei the nig^t ifl come, 

But slumberi from my pillow flee | 
Oy who can rest so far froni home 1 

And my heart's home is^ love, with thee. 
I kneel me down in silent prayer^ 

And then I know that thou art nigh : 
For Gt»>, who seeth ererywhere, 

Bends on us both his watchful eye. 

T<MretJierp in his loved embrace^ 

No distance can our hearts dhride ; 
Forsotten quite the mediate space, 

I kneel thy kneeling form beside. 
Mytranquil frame dien sinks to sleep 

But soars the spirit far and free ; 
O, welcome be night's slumbers deep, 

.For then, sweet lore, I am with thee. 

Db. BsTHum* 



1 HE MOTHER PERISHING IN A BNOW-STQRM. 

Ths cold winds swept the mountain's height^ 
And pathless was the dreaiy wild. 

And mid the cheerless hours oi niffl^ 
A mother wander'd with her child : 

As through the drifting snow she press'd. 

The babe was sleeping on her breast. 

And colder still the winds did blow. 
And darker hours of niffht came on. 

And deeper grew the drimng sitow : 

Her limbs were ddll'd, her strength was gone 

^O, Gk>D!" she cried, in accents wild, 

** If I must perish, sare my child !" 

She stripp'd her mantle from her breast, 
And bared her hipsom to the storm. 

And round the child she wrapp'd the vest. 
And smiled to think her babe was warm. 
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With one cold kiss, one tear she shed* 
And sunk upon her snowy bed. 

At dawn a traveller passed by. 
And saw her 'neam a snowy veil: 

The frost of death was in her eye. 

Her cheek was cold, and hard, and pale; 

He moved the robe from off the cJiild, 

The babe look'd up and sweetly smiled ! 

Seba Smith. 



BROTHER, COME HOME. 

Com home! 
Would I could send my spirit o'er the deep. 
Would I could wing it like a bird to thee, 
To commune with thy thoughts, to fill thy slaq^ 
With these unwearying word^ of melody; 
Brother, come home. 

Come home! 
Come to the hearts that love thee, to the eyes 

That beam in brightness but to gladden thine, 
,Come where fond thoughts, like holiest incense lisa. 
Where cherish'd memory rears her altar's shrine 
Brother, come home. 

Come home! 
Come to the hearth-stone of thy earlier days, 

Come to the ark, liko the o'^-wearied dove. 
Come with the sunlight of thy heart's warm rayp^ 
Come to the fireside circle of thy love; 
Brother, come home. 

Come home ! 
It is not home without thee, the lone seat 

Is still unclaim'd where thou wert wont to be. 
In ever^ echo of returning feet. 

In vain we list for what should herald thee ; 
Brother, come home. 
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Come hornet 
WeVe nursed for thee the sunny buds of sprnig, 

Waldi'd every germ the full-blown flowers reai; 
Seen b!er their bloom the chilly winter bring 
Its icy garlanda* and thou art not here; 
Brothez;' come home* 

Come home 
Would I could send my^ spirit o'er the deep» 
Would I could wing it like a bird to theOi 
To commune with thy thoughts, to fill thy sleep 
With these unweaiying wordis of melody; . 
Brpmer^ come home. 

Miss Watmbman. 



THE VILLAGER'S WINTER EVENINO SONO. 

Not a leaf on the tree» not a bud in the hoUow, 
Where late swung the blue-bell and blossom'd the 
rose; 

And hush'd is the cry of the swift-darting swallow 
That circled the lake in the twilight's dun dose. 

QonSf gone are the woodlnne and sweet-scented briex 
That bloomed o'er the hillock and gladden'd the 
vale; 

And the Tine that uplifted its ereen-pointed spire 
Hangs drooping and sere on uie ftost-covered pale. 

And haik to the gush of the deep-wellinfir fountain 
That prattled and shone in the light oTthe moon ; 

Soon, soon shall its rushing be still on the mountain; 
And locked up in silence its fix>lick8ome tune. 

Then h&sip up the hearthstone widi dry forest 
branches^ 
And Rather about me» my children, in glee; 
For cold on the upland the stonny wind launches. 
And dear is the home of my loved ones to me I 

J. T. FmuMi. 
8» 



THE BUCKET. 

How dear to this heart are the seenea of my child* 
hood! 
When fond recollection preaents them to ykm; 
The orchard, the meadow, th^ deep tangled wQd 
wood. 
And every loved spot which my in£mcy knew; 
The wide-spreading pond, and the mill which atobd 
by it, 
The bridge, and the^ock where the cataract fell ; 
The cot of my ^tfaer, the dairy-house nigh it. 

And e'en the rude bucket which hune in the well. 
TW old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 
The mosa-cover'd bucket which hung in the welL 

That moBS-cover'd vessel I hail as a treasure, 

For often at noon, when returned from the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure. 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield 
How ardent I seized ft with hands that were glow* 
ing, 

Hpw quick to the whito pebbled bottom it &1]» 
Then soon with the emblem of truth overflpwing. 

And drippine with coolness, it rose fix>m the welL 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 
The mosa-cover'd budket arose from the welL 

How sweet from the green mossy bxim to receive itt 

As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my 1^; 
Not a fun blushing goblet could tempt me to leave it. 

Though fiU'd -mm the nectar that JuBrrsB sips. 
And now, far removed from the loved situation, 

The toar of regret will intnisively swell, 
As frmoy reverts to my Other's plantation, 

And sighs for the bucket whidi hangs in tiie welL 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 
The moss-covei^d budget which hann in his welL 

WoonwoETB. 
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THE WIFE 

r COULD have Btemm'd misfortune's tide. 

And borne the rieb one's sneer. 
Have braved the hauj^bty glance of pride 

Nor shed a single tear. 
I could have smiled on every blow 

'ETort life's fuU quiver thrown, 
"While I might eazo on thee, and know 

I should not be ** alone." 

Z oould — 1 think I could have brook'd, 

E'oA for a time, that thou 
Upon my facEng face hadst lookM 

With loss of love than now ; 
For then I should at least have &lt 

The sweet hope still my own 
To win thee back, and, whilst I dwelt 

On earth, not been " alone." 

But thus to see, from day to day. 
Thy brightening eye and cheek. 

And watch thy lifo-sands waste away« 
Unnumber'd, slowly, meek ; 

To. meet thy smiles of tenderness, 
And catch the feeble tone 

Of kindness, ever l»eathed to bless 

. And leeU 111 be '"alone;" 

To mark thy strength each hour decay. 

And yet tkj hopes grow stronger. 
As, filled with heavenward trust, they say 
, '* Earth may not claim thee longer ;" 
Nay, dearest, 'tis too much— this heart 

Must break when thou art gone ; 
It must not be ; we may not part : 
I could not live ** alone !" 

fifM. nmimk 



WEDDED LOVE. 

Come, rpqse thee« dearest ! — 'dsf iiot well 

To let tlie spiril;. brood , 
,Tliu0 darkly o'er the cares that sweQ , 

Life's current to a flood.. . 
As brooks, and torrents, riversi all „ 
Increase the gulf in wbicb th^y fall, ^ 
Such thoughts, by gathering up the rilla 
Of lesser griefb, spread real ills. 
And with their gloomy shades conceal 
The hmd-tnarjcs ^ope would dse T^veal 

Come, rouse thee, now— I know thy mind. 
And woidd its strength awaken ; 

Proud^ gifted, noble, ardent, kind,-^ 

Sbunge diou shouldst be thus shaken ! 

But rouser afit^sh each energy. 

And be what Heaven intended thee : 

Throw fromthy thoughts this wearying weighti 

And prove thy spirit firmly great : 

I would not see thee bep4 below 

The angry eitorms of eaithly wo. 

Full well I know the generous soul 

Which warms thee into life, 
Each spring which can its powers control, 

Fanubar to thy wife, — 
For deem'st thou she had stoop'd to bind 
Her fate unto a common mmd ? 
The eagle-like ambition, nursed 
From childhood in her heart, had first 
'Consumed, with its Promethean flame. 
The shrine-^han sunk her soul to shaine. 

Then rouse thee, dearest, from the dream 

That fetters now thy powers ; 
Shake off this gloom-^Hope sheds a beam 

To gUd each cloud which loweni; 



And thongii «t present seems so &r 
The -widied-for goal-^ ffoiicfting stsr. 
With peaeefol xmy, wcmld light thee on. 
Until ifs utmost bounds be won: 
Tluit menohless ray thoult eyer pzore 
In fend, undyinff iwedded Lave. 

Mm. 



BIT MOTHER'S 6|IAVE 

In beauty lingers on the hills 

The death-smile of the dying day ; 
And tw3iffht in my heart instils 

The softness of its rosy ray. 
I waldi the liyer's peac^ul now. 

Here, standing by mj mother's gravey 
And feel my drrams of glory go, 

Like weeds upon its wtggum wai^ 

O^DgiTes us nmnsten of ioTOy . 

Wmcfa we regard not^ being near; 
Deadi takes them from us-^then we feel 

That angels have been with us here I 
As mother, sister, friend or wife. 

They guide ut, dieer in, soothe our path ; 
And when the grave has closed between 

Our hearts and theirs, we loTe— in rain I 

Would, mother ! thou eouldst hear me tM 

How of^ amid my brief oareer. 
For sina and follies loved too well. 

Hath &IIen the free, repentant tear* 
And in the waywardness of youth. 

How better thoughts have given tome 
Contempt' fer error, love fer truths 

Ifid a If eel rsroemiHranftes of t 



^e iMonrait of ny jouAt m dona^ 

And masahoodi'come with all its eaiwit 
Findfly garnor'd ap witfain my heait; 
For ereiy flowar a ikeiisaad tares* 
Dear motlier ! couldstthou know mj llMMi|^it8^ 

Wliilst bending o'er liiis holj sknnei 
The depthvOf feenng in my breast. 
Thou wouldst not blnsh to call me tUnel 
Jaxss ALnaicH. 



THOUGHTS 

WnLB MAKOn A GUITB FOE k TttOT CHZLD, BOSK DBiO. 

Room, gentle fiowers ! my diild would pass to heap 

venl 
Ye look'd not for her yet with your soft eyes, 
O, watchful ushers ait Death's narrow docn*! 
But, lo ! while you delay to let her forth. 
Angels, beyond, stay finr her! One loii|^ lass 
Fram I^m all pale with agony and tears. 
Wrung after anguish had dried up with fire 
The eyes that wept ikeaotkj were the cup of life 
Held as a welcome te her« Weep, O, modier f 
But not that from this cup of bitterness 
A cherub of the sky has tnm'd away. 

One look upon her ftice ere she d^HUt 1 
My daughter! it is soon to let thee go \ 
My daughterl with thy birth has gush'd a spring 
I Knew not g£: filling my heart with tears. 
And turning with strange tenderness to thee t 
A love — O, Gtqp, it seems so-^whkh must flow 
Far as thou fleeet, and 'twixt Heaven and me. 
Henceforward, be a sweet and yeanung d»in, 
Drawing me after thee I And so farewell I 
'Tis a hanh wsorld in which a&ction knows 
No place to treasure un its loved and lost 
But the lone fiairel Xheii, wim eo late was idee»hq> 



Warn in the dobe Ibid of a modiei^s heistfy 
Scarce from her breast a ahigle pube reeeiTUU^, 
Bat it was sent liiee willi some tender thoiw&- 
How can I lesre thee here ! Alas, for man] 
The herb in its hnmilitj may faU, 
And waste into the bright and genial air. 
While we, bj hands that minister'd in liib 
Nothing but' lore to ns, are thrust away. 
The eartiii thrown in iq)on bur just cold bosoms* 
And the warm sunshine trodden out forever I 
Yet have I chosen for thj grave, my child, 
A bank where I have lain m summer hours, 
And thought how Uttle it would seem like death 
To sleep amid such loveliness. The brook 
Tripping wilii laughter down the jrodcy stc^ 
That le^ us to thy bed, would still trip on, 
Bieakinff the dread hush pf the mourners gone | 
The birds are never silent that build here, 
Tryinff to sing down the more vocal waters ; 
The slope is beautiful with moss and flowers; 
And, &r below, seen under arching leaves. 
Flitters the warm sun on the village spire, 
Pdintin^ the Hving after thee. And this 
Seems like a comfert, and, replacine now 
The flowers that, have made room ror thee, I go 
To whisper the same peace to her who lies 
Robb'd of her chDd and lonely. 'I^is the work 
Of many a dark hour, and of manj a prayer, 
To bring the heart back from an infant gone I 
Hope must give o'er, and busy fancy blot 
ItB images m>m all the silent rooms, 
And every sight and sound familiar to her* 
Undo its sweetest link ; and so, at last. 
The fountain diat, once loosed, must flow fi»evsr. 
Will hide and waste in silence. When the i 
Steals to her pallid lip again, and spring 
Wakens its buds above diee, we will cone. 
And, standing by diy music-haunted gta^ 



Look on oack other di ooifuH y, «a&4 89» 
AekUdihaiwehaivelawedifgonetoheaimf 
And bf Atf gaU rf flawen «& jMMt'<2 otwyr / 

Wqau 



TO IfT 8IBTBR. 

Simft 1 dear sister, I am ffeitdng old : 
My hair is fihiiiiier, and the cheerful Kght 
That glisten'd in mine eyes is not as briffht. 

Though ivhile on thee I look, 'tis never cold* 

Myhand is not so steady while I pen 
These simple words, to tell how warm and dear 
Flows my heart's fountain toward thee, sister dear I 

For years iVe lived amcmg my fellow-^ien^ 
Shared their deep passions, known their giieA attd 

ioys, 
And found Pride, Power and Famelint gilded tjoya^ 

And, sailing far upon ambition's ttrares, 
Beheld orave mariners on a troubled sea. 

Meet, what they foar'd not— shipwreck ai^ their- 
graves. 
My spirit seeks its haven» dear» vfiUSk thee 1 

P. BKiriAiiiif. 



TI!E mothers op THE WEST. 
Thi mothers of our forest land ! 

Stoulrhearted dames were they; 
TVlth nerve to wield the battle-brand, 

And join the border-fray. 
Our rough land had no braver, 

In its days of blood and strifo-*- 
Aye ready for severest toil. 

Aye free to peril life. 
The motheiia of our foxest-land I 

On old Kentucky's soil 
How shaved theyi with each d auntle ss band, 

Wer^e^lendqpest ead life's t<|il I 
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They shrank not ftom tihe i 

They c^uail'd not in the fights 
But eheeiM their husbands thxoogh tiia daj » 

And sooth'd them throngh the nij^ 

, The motibers of our forest-land I 

Their bqsoms pillQw'd men I 
And pTQud w^re they by such to standi 

In hammocky fort or glen. 
To load the sure, old rifleh-- 

To ran tfaiB leaden ball-— 
To watch a battling husband's idaee, 

And fill it, should he fiaii 

The moAers of^our forest^land I 

Such were their daily dee&i. 
Their monument !>— where does it stand t 

Th^ir.' ^itaph ! — ^who reads 1 
No braver oames had Sparta, 

No nobler matrons Kome-— 
Yet who or lauds or hommrs tbefny 

Even in, their own gr^enlioml 

The mothers of otu* fdresi-landl' 

1%^ slm hi uiikndwii graves : 
And had they jbopiie and ffiin§d .%b(Uid 

Of insrateai, or pf slaves, \^ 
They had not; l»Beii more neglected t '[ 

But their {(raves shall yet he fi^d, ' 
And their mbntiments dot here and there 

«< The Dark «fid Koo4{iJGbpi]^ 

WRTTTrar AT Mir MOTHER'S COAVB. 

Tbb trembling deWi^diicMtF^ilv^ 'f 
Upon the sinMiw^owmi aiD» qpilret^Mai --^ > 
Tlie stars shiseF|daiitrari^'^i^ ( 

iiflhm*i06»^ are Meat 
9 



96 rams or tas DonssTid ATFEcTiom. 

Mother, I lore thy grave ! 
Thb nolet with its bloesoins blue and mild. 
Wares o'er thy head ; when shall it ware 
Above thy childl 

Tis a sweet flower, yet must 
Its bright leaves to the coming tempest bow; 
Dear Inother, 'tis thine emblem ; dost 
Is on thy htow. 

And I could love to die ; 
To leave untested life's dark, bitter stieams-* 
By thee, as erst in childhood, lie, 

And share diy dreams. 

And I must linger here. 
To stain the plumage of my sinless years. 
And mourn the hopes to childhood dear 
mth bitter tc^ars 

Ay, I must linger here, 
A lon^ branch upon a widier'd tree, 
Whose'last frail levE, untimely sere^ 

Went down with thee I 

Oft, from li&'s wither'd bower. 
In still communion with die past, I turn. 
And muse on thee, the only flowet 
In memory's tun. 

And, when the evenine pale 
BpwB, like ia mourner, on me dim, blue waWi 
I stray to hear the night-winds wail 
Around thy grave« 

Where is thy niirit flown t 
I gaie above— 4liy look is imaged there; 
I listen ?■ and thy gentle tone 
Is on the air. 



MMw» or run wmmmo 

O, 0011169 wUle here I praea 
My brow upon thy grave; and, in diooe nuM 
And thrilling tonea of tendsEiieaa, 

Bleaa, bloaathycfaildl 

Tea» bleaa your weeping child ; 
And d'er thine um-Hteligion's hofieat ahria e 
Op give hia apiritp nndefiled. 

To blend with thine. 

GhsoBea D. PRnmon 



THE WIDOWS BONO. 

I BUBif no incenae, bang no wreath 

O'erthia, thine early tomb; 
Siudi cannot cheer the place of deadi, - 

But only mock ita gloom. 
Here odorona amoke and breathing flower 

No gratefbl influence abed ; 
They loae their perfimie and their power 

When offered to the dead. 

And i( aa ia the Afghann'a cree4 

llie apirit may return, 
A diaembodied aenae, to feed 

On fragrance^ near ita urn- 
It ia enough, that ahe, whom tfaon 

Didat loTO in livine yeara, 
Sita deaolate beaide U qow» 

And fi^ tfaeae heavy tean* 

B.C. 



" WHAT IS THAT, MOTHERr 

What la that, Mothert— 4he lark, my child I— 
The mom haa but juat look'd out, and am3ed» 
When he atarta frmn hia humble graaay neat^ 
And ia up and away, with the dew on hia bieaal^ 



And a hymn in lui iMfr^ tiyTDn pme^ bwghl iyli«re» 
To wltMbit'Oiit in Us Maluv^ ^ar. >m/ ".y i* 
Ever, mjf iMd; h^ thy mitrtk% itat lit]^*' \ 
Tubled^ H]k» tiM l«rk'«» to thy Maker's praiBO. 
What is that, Modlorl-^Th^dova, w^mmlr^ 
And 4ihal;low, aweet yoiice, likaAifii^owfs moai^ 
Is flowing out frodi W g^ntki hmif^ .. 
Constant and puiw, by Jdiat lonely nest, 
AMifh^.umfte i$ ponr'dfrom some crystal um^ 
For her distant dear one's quick return : 
Ever, my son, belhou^like the dove. 
In friendship saa fidthfii], aatttistant in love. 

What is that^ ]>lQther1-*The ew^le, W't" 
Proudly careering^ his course orjoy; . ;' 
Firm, onjbia, f>w^ jnountain vigoui: relyinir, . 
Breasting the dark stphn, the red bolt deling. 
His yrioff on the wind, and Hs eye on the sun. 
He swerves hot ^ hair, but beiars onward, right on. 
Bojy m^y the eaglets flight ever be thine^ 
Onward, and ,p.pward» and true to the line. 
What is that^ Mother 1 — The swan, my love !-^ 
He is floating down from his native grove, 
No loved one now, no nestling nigh. 
He is floating down, by hims^ to die;' 
Death darkens his eye, and miphimes his wings. 
Yet his sweetest song is the last he nnga; 

Live so, my love, that when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it may waft thee home. 

G.W. DoAM«. 



ON A VERT OLD WEDDING-RING. 

H Tift I3anc»wTwo hearts uiited. 

Ite Motto— ^' Dear love of mine, my heart Is tUae.'* 

I x.ikB that rins^— that ancient ring. 
Or massive jiorm, and vngm gold, '^ 

Am ftrxui as fi«e firom base alloy, 

As were the sterling hearts of cUL 
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I Bke it— 4br it wafts me back, - * 

Far» &r along the stream of time^ 

To other men, and other days. 
The men and days of deeds sublime* 

But most I like it, as it tells 

The tale of well-requited love; 
How youthful fondness pezievered. 

And youthful faith disdain'd to rove-— * 
How warmly he his suit preferr'd. 

Though she, unpitying, long denied. 
Till, somn'd and subdued, at last. 

He won his ** fair and blooming bride.^* 

How, till the appointed day axriyed. 

They blamea the lazy-footed hours- 
How, then, the white-robed maiden train 

Strew'd their glad way with freshest flowen, 
And how, before the holy man. 

They stood, in all their youthful pride, 
And spoke those words, and vow'd those tows. 

Which bind the hii^band to his bride. 

All this it tells ; the plighted troth—* 

The gifb of every earthly thing — 
The hand in hand — the heart in neari— 

Far this I like that ancient ring. 
I lake its old and quaint device; 

** Two blended hearts" — though time vmf 
wear them. 
No mortal change, no mortal chance, 

*' TiU death," shall e'er in sunder tear them* 

fear after year, 'neath sun and storm, 
Their hopes in heaven, their trust in QoD, 

In changeless, heartfelt, holy love. 
These two die world's rough pathway trod. 
9* 
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Am nught impair their yoitdilbl 11^ 

Thcdr strength might Ik^y mid lifty bleak 
wearier,/' • ■ ''■"■' '-"^^'^'[^^ 

Stilli' fiand in liand, diey thiTell^i^d^— > 
Kind souls ! they slmnber now together* 

1 like its simple poesy too ; 

*' Mine own ^ear love, this h^art is tMue !'* 
Thiiiey when the dark storm howls alone, 

As when the cloudless sunbeama shindb 
** This heart b thine, mine own dear loret*' 

Thine, and tiiine craly, and for ever ; 
Thine, till the eprings of life shall fail, 

Thhie, till the cords of life shall aever 

Remnant of days departed long. 
Emblem of plieh^ troth unbrdken^ 

Pledge pf devoted faithfulness, 
Of heartfelt, holy love the token: -.. 

What varied feelings round it cling !— • 
For these I like that ancient rii^. 

a W. DOANB. 



THE WIDOWS CHARGE AT HER DAUGHTERIS 
BRIDAL. 

DBAb gently, thou, whose hand has won 

The young bird from the nest away. 
Where, careless 'nealb a vernal sun. 

She gayl^caroll'd day by day: 
The haunt is lone, the neart must grieve. 

From whence her timid wing dow soar 
They pensive list, at hush €i eve, 

Yet hear her gushing song no more 

Deal genity with her: diou art dear 
Beyoiid whsu vestal ln>s have told. 

And like a lamb, from R^untain clear, ^ 
She tuns confiding to the fold; 
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She round diy sweet, domeBtio bower 

The wreaths of changeless love shall twine^ 

Watch for diy step at Vesper hour, 
And blend her noliest prayer with thine. 

Deal gently, thou, when far away, 

Mid stranger scenes her foot shall rove. 
Nor let diy tender cares decay, 

The soul of woman Hves in love ; 
And shouldst thou, wondering, mark a tear 

Unconscious from her eyehd break. 
Be pitifiil, and sooth the fear 

That man's strong heart can ne'er partake. 

A mother yields her gem to thee. 

On thy true breast to sparkle rare ; 
She places 'neath thy household tree 

The- idol ci her fondest care ; 
And by thy trust to be for;^en. 

When judgment wakes m terror wild. 
By all thy treasured hopes of heaven, 

Deal gently with the widow's child. 

Mbs. SioouRirsT. 



THE FAMILY MEETING.* 

Wb are all here f 

Father, mother. 

Sister, brother, 
AS who hold each other dear. 
Each chair is fill'd-*-we're all at home; 
To-night let no cold stranger come : 
It is not c^n thus around 
Our old ftmiHar hearth we're found : 

. * Wiiuen on the accidental meeting of all iIm i 
oen of a famiif. 



IM TomuM or nu 

Bleas, thon, the meeting and the ipoC 
For onGe be eveiy care fixrgot; 
Let gentle Peace aaseit her power» 
And kind Aflbction rule the hour; 
WeVe all^-all here. 

We're »oi all hero ! 
Some are away — the dead ones dear. 
Who throng'd with us thia ancient heardi. 
And gave uie hour to goiltleaa mirth. 
Fate, with a stem relendeas hand, 
Look'd in and thinn'd our little band : 
Some like a night-flash pass'd away. 
And some sank lingering day by day; 
The quiet miTeyard— some lie diere«^ - 
And cruel Ocean has his share— 

We'ra not all here. 

We are all here ! 
Even they— -the dead-— though dead, so dear ; 
Fond Memory, to her duty true. 
Brings back Uieir faded fma to view. 
How life-like, througb the mist of years, 
Each well-remembe^d face appears ! 
We see them as in times long past ; 
From each to each kind looks are cast; 
We hear their words, their smiles behold ; 
They're round us as they were of oldr— 

We are all here. 

We aro all here ! 

Father, mother. 

Sister, brother, 
Yon that I love with love so dear. 
TAii may not long of us be said ; 
Soon must we join the gathered dead; 
And by the hearth -we now sit round. 
Some other circle will be found. 



8(s in tbe wndditaJiiUow lUi^ . ;. 
May eaflb i^^pM^ hi nwdn of bliv 
We'ie alVr-aU here/ 

Some Mjg^, br]fhtai!:lbM4b^ f n 

The speitaiB •|M]i$ra,%b(<i^1|)iidi.. 
On wings of ecstasy they rise. 

Till iOiiM fidr ibter of f^ skies 
Reoeivw>tii^ luniolhitBd soidb ^ 

That inextinguishable beam/ 

Wfdi,4vM|t united at pur birth. . 
Sieds a niQie dim, discoloured gleam 

The n^ore. it linffers upon earn. 
Closed in this daik abode of^ day, 

7^stroa9ii«f gloiyfaiB^banis.^ i 
Not'jUpiQbsjBrved, the luoid ray , 

To its own natiTe fQmt j^fitam^ 

Bat yhen the Loan of mdrtal breath 

Decrees his boonty to resume, 
A nd p oints the silent^shaft of death' 

Which speeds an infimt to the toid>rH 
Nopassioii fierce, nor low desire, 

-Has qi^nch*d die radiance of tlie flame; 
Back to its Gkm the liymg fire 

Bererts, unclouded as it came. 

Fond mourner! be that'solace thine! 

Let hope her healing charm impart^ 
And iootihe, with melodies divine, 

Thm anguish of a mother^s hean. 
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0^ tliiiikl the darltngB of iIit love, 

Diyeited of this eartUy oIod» 
Amid mmiiniber'd sainti aboire^ 

Bask ia the bosom of their Gob. 

Of llieir short pilgrimage on ear& 

Still tender miages remain : 
Sdn, still lliey bless diee for their birdi. 

Still filial gratitude retain. 
Bach amdoiis care, each rending sigh, 

That wrong for diem the parent's bmas^ 
Dwells on remembrance in the dcj^ 

Amid the raptures of the blest 

(Ver lliee, with looks of lore» they bend; 

F9r thee the Lord of life implore; 
And oft fiom sainted bliss descend, - 

Thy wounded quiet to restore. 
Oft, in the stillness of the night, 

Thc^ smooth the pillow of div bed; 
Oft, tin the morn's refiiming Hght, 

Still watchful hoTer o'er thy head. 

Haikl in such. strains as saints enqpley. 

They whisper to thy bosom peace; 
Calm me perturbed heart to jcy. 

And bin the streamiw sorow cease. 
Then dry, henceforth, me bitter tear: 

Their part and thine inverted see ^-^ 
Thou w«rt their guftrdian angel lieie^ 

They guardian angels now to thee. 
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THE RINGLET. 

Tm atatesman's cabinet was thickly sttown 
With paxehment bci^IIb, Anibidoii'B implements : 
The hmn of passers by, the low» i^uick note 
or the rich tnne-piecey the fantastic play 
Of the cheqner'd light athwart the dusky xoom. 
The sweet aroma cmd the pensive strain 
Vnnxk his wife's terrace steialing winningly— 
Were all unheeded by the man of cares. 
Tou might have known the failure of some aim. 
Of more than common import, in the plan 
Too intricately wove— of his deep schemes t 
For fix'd in troubled musings was his gaze ; 
As restlessly he scann'd eadi lettered roll. 
Till thrusting back, in very petulance, 
A half-read padcet on his escretoir. 
The spring-lock of a secret drawer was touched. 
And the forgotten nook where, in his youth. 
He had been wont to store the treasures small 
Of every doting hope, sprang forth unbid ! 
What mystic token stays his anxious gaze t 
And whence that glowing flush! — diat moumftd 

smile t 
A^f and the tear in that vrorid-tutor'd eye t 
List, list!— he speaks!— mark vreU his thougfalfel 

wdfds; 
They may instruct thee, — ^fer men caU him cooat : 

** SmeLST of golden hair ! 
How ihou dost move my yerj manhood now I 

Stirring in radiance, there, 
As once thou didst above this care-worn farow 

** Methinks it cannot be * 

That thou art mine ; yet, gazing, do I feel 

The spell of m&ncy, 
Lika distant music, thicnigh my bosom steal. 
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*' Sweet relic of that hour ; 
ShB who so fondly daA'd tibee, dagr by day, 

Aa some loye-cheriflVd flower^ ^ , . ^ , . 

From the green earth, for aye„ has ftHsB^a aii^y* ^ 

^ O, what unconscious bliss < 
FiD'd this lone breast when thou west floating fiwe^ 

Wooing dw bxeeae^s lEMp . 
Symbol of eariy joy, I wricome thee. . v ^ v > r 

•* W(Mild that the sunny hue ^ 
That gSds thy nikeh threap so brightly o er,-^ 

Would mat life's morning dew 

Might bathe nty restless heart forever more, 

" Uiito Ihe i^iiit-land 
Could I, in being's btightiiess, have, been bonMV-^ 

Had her fond, trembling hand 
From my cold brow tins golden ringlet shoER; 

"Not then, should I thus gaze. 
And sigh that time has weakened and made'dCun 

The charm wliich thou dost raise,— ^ . 
Bright as the tresses of the cherubim. 

"Typeof^feVtrrittiqidi^i^ng^; : n> ' » . 

Thy voice is rich and eloquenUy mild, ■ ■ -^ 

The iTeaoher^t eohoii^: : < : , 
' BeeOBse tho^ iidw. e'em m «. littikr^iduU^^" 

" fW*i:i ii' ■'■•3 ;?!>i:r :rv}-— '>5.»-;-^ )''in^i-r.:'i /.-i» •'- ^ 
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